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My  Efteem’d  Friend 

THOMAS  BOTELER, '_£/?; 

O U have  a natural  Right  to  this  Piece,  hnce 
Sh?  Vg  by  your  Advice  I attempted  the  Revival  of  it 


& 


by  yc 

Y (1  , with  Alterations.  Nothing  but  the  Power 
of  your  Perfuafions,  and  my  Zeal  for  all  the 
Remains  of  Shake [fear , con’d  have  wrought 
me  to  fo  bold  an  Undertaking.  I found  that  the 
New-modelling  of  this  Story  wou’d  force  me  fometimes 
on  the  difficult  Talk  of  making  the  chiefeft.  Perfons  fpeak 
fomething  like  their  Characters,  on  Matter  whereof  i 
had  no  Ground  in  my  Author.  Lear's  real  and  Edgar's 
pretended  Madnefs  have  fo  much  of  extravagant  Nature 
(I  know  not  how  to  exprefs  it)  as  could  never  have  darted, 
but  from  our  Shakejpears  Creating  Fancy.  The  Images 
and  Languages  arefo  odd  and  furpriling,  and  yet  fo  agree- 
able and  proper,  that  whilft  we  grant  that  none  but 
Sbakefpear  could  have  form’d  fuch  Conceptions;  yet  we 
are  fatisfed  that  they  were  the  only  Things  in  theWorld 
that  ought  to  be  faid  on  thefe  Occafions.  I found  the 
Whole  to  anfwer  your  Account  of  it,  a Heap  of  Jewels 
unftrung,  and  unpolifh’d  ; yet  fo  dazzling  in  their  Dis- 
order, that  I foon  perceiv’d  I had  feiz’d  a Treafure, 
’Twas  my  good  Fortune  to  light  on  one  Expedient  to 
rectify  what  was  wanting  in  the  Regularity  and  Proba- 
bility of  .the  Tale,  which  was  to  run  through  the  Whole,, 
as  Love  betwixt  Edgar  and  Cordelia  ; that  never  chang’d' 
Word  with  each  other  in  the  Original.  This  renders 
Cordelia's  Indifference,  and  her  Father’s  Paffion  in  the 
frit  Scene,  probable.  It  likewife  gives  Countenance  to 
Difguife,  making  that  a generous  Defign  that 
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was  before  a poor  Shift  to  lave  his  life.  The  Dillrefs  of 
the  Story  is  evidently  heightened  by  it ; and  it  particuj. 
Iarly  gave  Occafion  of  a new  Scene  or  two,  of  more 
Succels  (perhaps)  than  Merit.  This  Method  neceharily 
threw  me  on  making  the  Tale  conclude  in  a Succefs  to 
the  innocent  dillrell  Perfons : Otherwife  I mud  have  in- 
cumbered  the  Stage  with  dead  Bodies,  which  Condudt 
makes  many  Tragedies  conclude  with  unfeafonable  Jells. 
Yet  was  I wrack’d  with  no  fmall  Fears  for  fo  bold  a 
Change,  ’till  I found  it  well  receiv’d  by  my  Audience  ; 
and  if  this  will  not  fatisfy  the  Reader,  I can  produce  an 
Authority  that  quellionlefs  will. 

Neither  is  it  of  fo  Trivial  an  Undertaking 
Mr.  Dryd.  to  make  a Tragedy  end  happily , for  ’ tis 
Pref.  to  the  more  difficult  to  fave  than  ' tis  to  kill : the 
Spanijh  Friar . Dagger  and  the  Cup  of  Poifon  are  always 
in  Readinefs ; hut  to  bring  the  A ft  ion  to  the 
l a (l  Extremity , and  then  by  probable  Means  to  recover  Ally 
will  require  the  Art  and  Judgment  of  a Writer , and  cojl- 
him  many  a Pang  in  the  Performance. 

I have  one  Thing  more  to  apologize  for,  which  is, 
that  I have  us’d  lefs  Quaintnefs  of  Expreflion  even  in  the 
neweft  Parts  of  this  Play.  I confefs,  it  was  Defign  in  me, 
partly  to  comply  with  my  Author’s  Style,  to  make  the 
Scenes  of  a Piece,  and  partly  to  give  it  fome  Refemblance 
of  the  Time  and  Perfons  here  reprefented.  This,  Sir, 
I fubmit  wholly  to  you,  who  are  both  a Judge  and  Ma- 
iler of  Style.  Nature  had  exempted  you  before  you  went 
Abroad  from  the  morofe  Saturnine  Humour  of  ourCoun- 
try,  and  you  brought  Home  the  Refinednefs  of  Travel 
without  the  AfFedlation.  Many  Faults  1 fee  in  the  follow- 
ing Pages,  and  quellion  not  but  you  wdll  difeover  more  ; 
yet  I will  prefume  fo  far  on  your  Friendlhip,  as  to  make 
the  Whole  a Prefent  to  you,  and  fubferibe  myfelf, 

Tour  obliged  Friend 
and  humble  Servant, 


N.  Tate. 


PROLOGUE. 


SINCE  by  Miftakes  your  befl  Delights  are  made, 

( For  e'en  your  Wives  can  pleafe  in  Mafquerade) 

9 Twere  worth  our  while  t'ave  ciravjn  you  in  this  Day 
By  a new  Name  to  our  old  hone  ft  Play  ; 

Buthe  that  did  this  Evening's  Treat  prepare 
Bluntly  refold'd  before-hand  to  declare 
Your  Entertainment  Jhould  be  mo  ft  old  Fare . 

Yet  hopes , ftnce  in  rich  ShakelpearV  Soil  it  grew , 

9 Twill  relijh  yet,  with  thofe  who fe  Taftes  are  true 5 
And  his  Ambition  is  to  pleafe  a Few . 

If  then  this  Heap  of  Flo  was  fall  chance  to  wear 
Frefh  Beauty  in  the  Order  they  now'  bear 
Even  this  ShakefpearV  Praife ; each  Rujlick  knows 
' Mongfi  plenteous  Flow' rs  a Garland  to  compofe , 
Which Jlrung  by  this  coarfe  Eland  may  fairer  Jhow 5 
But ' twas  a Power  Divine  firft  made  'em  grow . 

Why  fboii  d thefe  Scenes  lie  hid , in  which  we  find 
What  may  at  once  divert  and  teach  the  Mind  y v 
Morals  were  always  proper  for  the  Stage  5 


Poets  mujl  take  the  Church's  teaching  Trade , - 
Since  Priefts  their  Province  of  Intrigue  invade  i 
But  we  the  worjl  of  this  Exchange  have  goty 
In  vain  our  Poets  preachy  whiljl  Churchmen  plot  . 


But  are  ev'n  neccffary  in  this  Age ; 
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ACT  I. 

Enter  Ballard  /0/ztf. 


Mafi.  fCQ^&Si^  H O U Nature  art  my  Goddefs  j to 
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thy  Law 

My  Services  are  bound  ; Why  am  I 
then 

Depriv’d  of  a Son’s  Right,  becaufe 
I came  not 

In  the  dull  Road  that  Cultom  has  prefcrib’d  ? 

Why  Ballard,  wherefore  Bafe,  when  I can  boall 
A Mind  as  gen’rous,  and  a Shape  as  true 
As  honed  Madam’s  IlTue  ? Why  are  we 
Held  Bafe,  who  in  theludy  Stealth  of  Nature 
Take  fiercer  Qualities  than  what  compound 
The  Ranted  Births  of  fhe  dale  Marriage-bed. 

Well 
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Well  then,  legitimate  Ed^ar,  to  thy  Right 
Of  Law  1 will  opp  ie  a Ballard’s  Cunning. 

Our  Father’s  Love  is  to  the  Baiiard  Edmund 

As  to  legitimate  Edgar  ; with  Succefs 

Fve  pradis’d  yet  on  both  their  eafy  Natures  : 

Here  comes  the  old  Man  chaf’d  with  th’  Information 
Which  lall  1 forg’d  againft  my  Brother  Edgar  ; 

A Tale  fo  plaufible,  fo' boldly  utterr’d, 

And  heighten’d  by  fuch  lucky  Accident, 

That  now  the  flighteft  Circumftance  confirms  him, 

And  bafe-born  Edmund  i pight  of  Law  inherits. 

Enter  Kent  and  Gloller. 

Gloft.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  your  Charity 
O’erffioots  itfelf,  to  plead  in  his  Behalf ; 

You  are  yourfelf  a Father,  and  may  feel 
The  Sting  of  D fobedience  from  a Son. 

Firit-born  and  beif-belov’d  : O Villain  Edgar l 
Kent . Be  not  too  raffi  ; all  may  be  Forgery, 

And  Time  yet  clear  the  Duty  of  your  Son. 

Gloft.  Plead  with  the  Seas,  and  reafon  down  the  Winds,- 
Yetfhalt  thou  ne’er  convince  me  : Ihavefeen 
His  foul  Defigns  through  all  a Father’s  Fondnefs  : 

But  be  this  Light  and  thou  my  Witneffes, 

That  I difeard  him  here  from  my  PoiTeffions, 

Divorce  him  from  my  Heart,  my  Blood,  and  Name. 

Baft.  It  works  as  I con’d  wilh  ; I’ll  fhew  myfelf. 
Gloft . Ha  ! Edmund ! welcome  Boy.  O Kent , fee  here 
Inverted' Nature,  Gbfter' s Shame  and  Glory  : 

This  By- born,  the  wild  Sally  of  my  Youth, 

Purfues  me  with  all  filial  Offices ; 

Whilft  Edgar , beg’d  of  Heaven,  and  born  in  Honour, 
Draws  Plagues  on  my  white  Head,  that  urge  me  Hill 
To  curie  in  Age  the  Pleafure  of  my  Youth 
Nay,  weep  not,  Eldmund,  for  thy  Brother’s  Crimes. 

O generous  Boy  ! thou  lhar’ft  but  half  his  Blood, 

Yet  lov'ii  beyond  the  ICindnefs  of  a Brother  : 

But  I’ll  reward  thy  Virtue.  Follow  me. 

My  Lord,  you  wait  the  King,  who  comes  refolv’d 
To  quit  the  Toils  of  Empire,  and  divide 
His  Realms  among  ft  his  Daughters.  Heaven  fucceed  it ; 
But  much  I fear  the  Change. 
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Kent . I grieve  to  fee  him 
With  fuch  wild  Starts  of  Paflion  hourly  feiz'd. 

As  render  Majefly  between  itfelf. 

GloJL  Alas  ! ’tis  the  Infirmity  of  his  Age: 

Yet  has  his  Temper  ever  been  unfixt, 

Chol’rick  and  fudden  ; hark,  they  approach. 

[ Exeunt  Glod.  and  Bafl. 
Elourijh.  Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Burgundy, Edgar, 
Goneril,  Regan,  Cordelia,  Edgar  /peaking  to  Cordelia 
at  Entrance. 

Edgar.  Cordelia , Royal  Fair,  turn  yet  once  more, 

And  e’er  fuccefsful  Burgundy  receive 

The  Treafure  of  thy  Beauties  from  the  King, 

E’er  happy  Burgundy  forever  fold  Thee, 

Call  back  one  pitying  Look  on  wretched  Edgar. 

Cord.  Alas ! what  wou’d  the  wretched  Edgar  with 
The  more  unfortunate  Cordelia , 

Who  in  Obedience  to  a Father’s  Will 
Flies  from  her  Edgar  s Arms  to  Burgundy's  ? 

Lear.  Attend  my  Lords  of  Albany  and  Cornwall , 

With  Princely  Burgundy v 
Alb . We  do,  my  Liege. 

Lear . Give  me  this  Map Know,  Lords,  we  hav® 

In  Three  our  Kingdom,  having  now  refolv’d  (divided 
To  difengage  from  our  long  Toil  of  State, 

Conferring  all  upon  your  younger  Years  ; 

You  Burgundy , Cornwall  and  Albany^ 

Long  in  our  Court  have  made  your  amorous  Sojourn, 
And  now  are  to  be  anfvver’d. — Tell  me,  my  Daughters, 
Which  of  you  loves  us  mod,  that  we  may  place 
Our  larged  Bounty  with  our  larged  Merit. 

Goneril , our  Elded -born,  {peak  fird. 

Gon.  Sir,  I do  love  you  more  than  Words  can  utter* 
Beyond  what  can  be  valu’d  Rich,  or  Rare ; 

Nor  Liberty,  nor  Sight,  Health,  Fame,  or  Beauty, 

Are  half  fo  dear  ; my  Life  for  you  were  vile  ; 

As  much  as  Child  can  love  the  bed  of  Fathers. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  Bounds,  e’en  from  this  Line  to  this, 
With  fhady  Foreds,  and  widefkirted  Meads, 

We  make  thee  Lady  ; to  thine  and  Albany's  I flue 
Be  this  perpetual. — What  fays  our  fecond  Daughter  ? 

Beg 
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Reg.  My  Siller,  Sir,  in  Part,  expreit  my  Love  ; 

For  luch  as  hers,  is  mine,  though  more  extended  : 

Senle  has  no  other  Joy  that  I can  relifli, 

I have  may  All  in  my  dear  Liege’s  Love. 

Lear . 1 herefore  to  thee  and  thine  Hereditary 
Remain  this  ample  Third  of  our  fair  Kingdom. 

Cord.  Now  comes  my  Trial,  how  am  i diitrefl  ! [J/ide^ 
That  mull  with  cold  Speech  tempt  the  ChoPrick  King 
Rather  to  leave  me  Dowerlels,  than  condemn  me 
To  loath’d  Embraces 

Lear . Speak  now  our  lall,  not  leaft  in  our  dear  Love, 

So  ends  my  Talk  of  State Cordelia,  fpeak. 

What  canll  thou  fay  to  win  a richer  Third 
Than  what  thy  Sillers  gain’d  ? 

Cord.  Now  mull  my  Love  in  Words,  fall  fliort  of  theirs  f 

As  much  as  it  exceeds  in  Truth Nothing,  my  Lord, 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  Nothing,  fpeak  again. 

_ Cord.  Unhappy  am  I that  1 cannot  diffemble. : 

Sir,  as  I ought,  I love  your  Majeily, 

No  more,  nor  lef&. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  Cordelia  ; 

Thy  Fortunes  are  at  Hake,  think  better  on’t. 

And  mend  thy  Speech  a little. 

Cord . O my  Liege  ! 

You  gave  me  Being,  bred  me,  dearly  love  me, 

And  I return  my  Duty  as  I ought  ; 

Obey  you,  love  you  and  moll  honour  you; 

Why  have  my  Sillers  Hulbands,  if  they  love  you  All; 
Haply  when  I fhall  wed,  the  Lord  whole  Hand 
Shall  take  my  Plight,  will  carry  half  my  Love ; 

For  I fhall  never  marry  like  my  Sillers, 

To  love  my  Father  all* 

Lear.  And  goes  thy  Heart  with  this  ? 

'Tis  faid  that  J am  ChoPrick.  Judge  me  Gods, 

Is  there  not  Caufe  ? Now,  Minion,  1 perceive 
The  Truth  of  what  has  been  fuggelled  to  us  ; 

Thy  Fondnefs  for  the  Rebel  Son  of  G/o/ier , 

Falfe  to  his  Father,  as  thou  art  to  my  Hopes  : 

And  oh  ! take  heed,  ralh  Girl,  left  we  comply 
With  thy  fond  Wifhes,  which  thou  wilt  too  late 
Repent;  for  know  our  Nature  cannot  brook 
A Child  To  young,  and  fo  ungentile. 
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Cord . So  young  my  Lord,  and  true. 

Lear . Thy  Truth  then  be  thy  Dow’r; 

For  by  the  i'acrea  Sun,  and  lolemn  Night, 

I here  difclaim  all  my  paternal  Care, 

And  from  this  Minute  hold  thee  as  a Stranger 
Both  to  my  Blood  and  Favour. 

Kent.  This  is  Frenzy. 

Confider,  good  my  Liege- - - 

Lear „ Peace,  Ke  n ; 

Come  not  between  a Dragon  and  his  Rage  ; 

I lov’d  her  moll,  and  in  her  tender  Trull 
Defign’d  to  have  bellow’d  my  Age  at  Eafe  : 

So  be  my  Grave  my  Peace,  as  here  I give 
My  Heart  from  her,  and  with  it  all  my  Wealth. 

My  Lords  of  Crnuoall  and  of  Albany , 

I do  invelt  you  jointly  with  full  Right 
In  this  fair  Third,  Cordelia's  forfeit  Dow’r. 

Mark  me  my  Lords,  obferve  our  lall  Refolve  ; 

Our  Self,  attended  with  an  hundred  Knights, 

Will  make  Abode  with  you  in  monthly  Courfe  ; 

The  Name  alone  of  King  remain  with  me, 

Your’s  be  th’  Execution  and  Revenues. 

This  is  our  final  Will;  and  to  confirm  it. 

This  Coronet  part  between  you. 

Kent . Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I have  ever  honour’d  as  my  King, 

Lov’d  as  my  Father,  as  my  Mailer  follow’d, 

And  as  my  Patron,  thought  on  in  my  Prayers— 

Lear . Away,  the  Bow  is  bent,  make  from  the  Shaft, 
Kent.  No,  let  it  fall,  and  drench  within  my  Heart ; 

Be  Kent  unmannerly  when  Lear  is  mad  ; 

Thy  youngell  Daughter—— 

Lear . On  thy  Life  no  more. 

Kent.  What  wilt  thou  do,  old  Man  ? 

Lear.  Out  of  my  Sight. 

Kent.  See  better  firll. 

Lear.  Now  by  the  Gods 

Kent . Now  by  the  Gods,  rafh  King,  thou  fwear’fi  in 
Lear.  Ha,  Traitor  ! [vain, 

Kent.  Do,  kill  thy  Phyfician,  Lear  ; 

Strike  thro’  my  Throat,  yet  with  my  latefl  Breath 
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I'll  thunder  in  thine  Ear  my  juil  Complaint, 

And  tell  Thee  to  thy  Face  that  thou  doll  ill. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  rafh  Man;  on  thy  Allegiance  hear  me. 
Since  thou  hall  llrivento  make  Us  break  our  Vow, 

And  prell  between  our  Sentence  and  our  Pow’r, 

Which  nor  our  Nature,  nor  our  Place  can  bear, 

We  banifh  thee  forever  from  our  Sight 

And  kingdom  : If  when  three  Days  are  expired. 

Thy  hated  Trunk  be  found  in  our  Dominions, 

That  Moment  is  thy  Death.  Away. 

Kent.  Why  fare  thee  well,  King ; fince  thou  art  refolv’d, 
I take  thee  at  thy  Word,  and  will  not  Itay 
To  fee  thy  Fall:  The  Gods  protect  the  Maid 
That  truly  thinks,  and  has  moil  juilly  laid. 

Thus  to  new  Climates  my  old  Truth  I bear ; 

Friendihip  lives  hence,  and  Banifhment  is  here.  [Exit. 

Lear . Now,  Burgundy , you  fee  her  Price  is  fallen  ; 

Yet  if  the  Fondnefs  of  your  Paflion  ft  ill 

Affedts  her  as  ihe  Hands,  Dow’rlefs,  and  loft 

In  our  Eileem,  ihe’s  your’s  ; take  her,  or  leave  her. 

Burgundy . Pardon  me,  Royal  Lear , I but  demand 
The  Dow’r  yourfelf  propos’d,  and  here  I take 
Cordelia  by  the  Hand,  Duchefs  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,  Sir;  for  by  a Father’s  Rage 
I tell  you  all  her  Wealth.  Away. 

Burg.  Then,  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  charge  the  Breach 
Of  our  Alliance  on  your  own  Will, 

Not  my  Inconflancy. 

[ Exeunt . Manent  Edgar  and  Cordelia. 

Edg.  Has  Heav’n  then  weigh’d  the  Merit  of  my  Love, 
Or  is't  the  Raving  of  my  fickly  Thought  ? 

Cou’d  Burgundy  forego  fo  rich  a Prize, 

And  leave  her  to  deipairing  Edgar's  Arms  ? 

Have  I thy  Hand,  Cordelia  ? Do  1 clafp  it  ? 

The  Hand  that  was  this  Minute  to  have  join’d 
My  hated  Rival's  ? Do  I kneel  before  thee. 

And  offer  at  thy  Feet  my  panting  Heart  ? 

Smile,  Princefs,  and  convince  me ; for  as  yet 
I doubt,  and  dare  not  trull  the  dazzling  Joy. 

Crd.  Some  Comfort  yet,  that  ’twas  no  vicious  Blot 
That  has  depriv'd  me  of  a Father’s  Grace, 
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But  merely  Want  of  that  which  makes  me  rich 
In  wanting  it ; a fmooth  profeffing  Tongue: 

0 Sillers  ! I am  loath  to  call  your  Fault 
As  it  deferves ; but  ufe  our  Father  well. 

And  wrong’d  Cordelia  never  (hall  repine. 

Edg.  O heav’nly  Maid  ! that  art  thyfelf  thy  DowV, 
Richer  in  Virtue  than  the  Stars  in  Light; 

If  Edgar's  humble  Fortunes  may  be  grac’d 
With  thy  Acceptance,  at  thy  Feet  he  lays  ’em, 

Ha,  my  Cordelia  ! doll  thou  turn  away  ? 

What  have  I done  t’  offend  thee  l 
Cord.  Talk’t  of  Love. 

Edg . Then  I’ve  offended  oft  ; Cordelia  too 
Has  oft  permitted  me  fo  to  offend. 

Cord.  When,  Edgar , I permitted  your  Addreffes* 

1 was  the  darling  Daughter  of  a King, 

Nor  can  I now  forget  my  Royal  Birth, 

And  live  dependant  on  my  Lover’s  Fortune; 

I cannot  to  fo  low  a Fate  fubmit ; 

And  therefore  fludy  to  forget  your  Paffion, 

And  trouble  me  upon  this  Theme  no  more. 

Edg.  Thus  Majefly  takes  moll  State  in  Diftrefsf 
How  are  we  toft  on  Fortune’s  fickle  Flood  ! 

The  Wave  that  with  furpriftng  Kindnefs  brought 
The  dear  Wreck  to  my  Arms,  has  fnatch’t  it  back. 
And  left  me  mourning  on  the  barren  Shore. 

Cord.  This  Bafenefs  of  th’  ignoble  Burgundy , [. Afide . 

Draws  juft  Sufpicion  on  the  Race  of  Men ; 

His  Love  was  Int’reft,  fo  may  Edgar  s be, 

And  he  but  with  more  Compliment  difTemble  ; 

If  fo,  I (hall  oblige  him  by  denying  : 

But  if  his  Love  be  fixt,  fuch  conflant  Flame 
As  warms  our  Breads,  if  fuch  I find  his  Paffion, 

My  Heart  as  grateful  to  his  Trirh  (hall  be. 

And  could  Cordelia  prove  as  kind  as  Fie.  [Exit, 

Enter  Baftard  ha/lily , 

Baft.  Brother,  I’ve  found  you  in  a lucky  Minute; 
Fly  and  be  fafe,  fome  Villain  has  incens’d 
Our  Father  againft  your  Life. 

Edg . Diftreft  Cordelia  ! but  ho  ! more  cruel. 

Baft,  Hear  me,  Sir,  your  Life,  your  Life’s  in  danger. 

B . .Bgi* 
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Edg.  A Rcfolve  fo  fudden, 

And  of  fiich  black  Importance  ! 

Bafl,  ’Twas  not  fudden, 

Some  Villain  has  of  long  time  laid  a Train. 

Edg . And  yet  perhaps  ’twas  but  pretended  Coldnefs, 
To  try  how  far  my  Paffion  would  purfue. 

Bap.  He  hears  me  not  ! ’wake,  ’wake,  Sir. 

Edg.  Say  ye,  Brother? — — 

No  Tears,  good  Edmund>\f  th'haft  brought  me  Tidings 
To  ftrike  me  dead,  for  Charity  delay  not ; 

That  Frefent  will  befit  fo  kind  a Hand. 

Bap.  Your  Danger,  Sir,  comes  on  fo  faft. 

That  l want  Time  t’  inform  you  ; but  retire 
Whilft  I take  care  to  turn  the  prefling  Stream. 

O Gods  ! For  Heaven’s  Sake,  Sir. 

Elg.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  a ferious  Thought 
Had  feiz’d  me  ; but  I think  you  talk’d  of  Danger, 

And  wifh’d  me  to  retire : Mull  all  our  Vows 

End  thus  ! — Friend,  I obey  you. — O Cordelia.  [Exit* 

Bap . Ha  ! ha  ! fond  Man,  fuch  credulous  Honefty 
Leffens  the  Glory  of  my  Artifice  ; 

His  Nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  Wrongs, 

That  he  fufpe&s  none  : If  this  Letter  fpeed. 

And  pafs  for  Edgar  s,  as  himfelf  would  own 
The  Counterfeit,  but  for  the  foul  Contents, 

T hen  my  Defigns  are  perfect. — Here  comes  Glofer. 

Enter  Glofter. 

Glop.  Stay,  Edmund , turn  ; what  Paper  were  you 

Bap.  A Trifle,  Sir.  [reading  ? 

Glop.  What  needed  then  that  terrible  Difpatch  ofic 
Into  ycur  Pocket  r Come,  produce  it,  Sir. 

Bap.  A Letter  from  my  Brother,  Sir ; I had 
Juft  broke  the  Seal,  but  knew  not  the  Contents ; 

Yet,  fearing  they  might  prove  to  blame, 

Endeavour'd  to  conceal  it  from  your  Sight. 

Glop.  ’Tis  Edgar  s Character.  [Reads* 

This  Policy  of  Fathers  is  intolerable , that  keeps  our  For- 
tunes from  us  ’ till  dlge  twill  not  fujfer  us  to  enjoy 
them  ; I am  nweayy  of  the  Tyranny:  Come  to  me, 
that  of  this  I may  Jpeak  more.  If  our  Father  <wouJd 
feep  '"till  I waked  him,  you  fhould  enjoy  half  his  Pof- 
fejftonsy  and  live  helm'd  of  your  Brother  Edgar. 
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Sleep  till  I wake’d  him  ! you  fhould  enjoy 

Half  his  PofTeflions  ! Edgar  to  write  this 

’Gainft  his  indulgent  Father  ! Death  and  Hell  1 
Fly,  Edmund,  feek  him  out  ; wind  me  into  him. 

That  I may  bite  the  Traytor’s  Heart,  and  fold 
His  bleeding  Entrails  on  my  vengeful  Arm. 

Baft . Perhaps  ’twas  writ,  my  Lord,  to  prove  my  Virtue. 

G/sft.  Thefe  late  Eclipfes  of  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Can  bode  no  lefs  ; Love  cools,  and  Friendfhip  fails. 

In  Cities  Mutiny,  in  Countries  Difcord, 

The  Bond  of  Nature  crackt  ’twixt  Son  and  Father  : 

Find  out  the  Villain  ; do  it  carefully, 

And  it  fhall  lofe  thee  Nothing.  [Exit. 

Baft.  So  now  my  Projed’s  firm  ; but  to  make  furs 
I’ll  throw  in  one  Proof  more,  and  that  a bold  one  ; 

I’ll  place  old  G/ofter  where  he  fliali  o’er-hear  us 
Confer  of  this  Defign  ; whilft,  to  his  thinking, 

Deluded  Edgar  fhall  accufe  himfelf. 

Be  Honefty  my  Int’reft,  and  1 can 
Be  honed:  too  : And  what  Saint  fo  Divine, 

That  will  fuccefsful  Villainy  decline  ? [Exit. 

Enter  Kent  di/guidd. 

Kent.  Now  banilh’d  Kent , if  thou  canft  pay  thy  Duty 
In  this  Difguife,  where  thou  doft  hand  condemn’d, 

Thy  Matter  Lear  fhall  find  thee  full  of  Labours. 

Enter  Lear  attended. 

Lear.  In  there,  and  tell  our  Daughter  we  are  here. 
Now,  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent . A Man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  dott  thou  profefs,  or  would’ft  with  us  ? 

Kent.  I do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I Teem,  to  ferve 
him  truly  that  puts  me  in  Truft,  to  love  him  that’s  ho- 
nett,  to  converfe  with  him  that*s  wife  and  fpeaks  little, 
fight  when  I can’t  chufe,  and  to  eat  no  Fifh. 

Lear.  I fay,  w'hat  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A very  honett-hearted  Fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the 
King. 

Lear.  Then  art  thou  poor  indeed, Whatcantt  thou 

do? 

Kent.  I can  keep  honeft  Counfel,  mar  a curious  Tale  in 
the  telling,  deliver  a plain  Mettage  bluntly;  that  which 
B z * ordi- 
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ordinary  Men  are  fit  for,  I am  qualified  in  ; and  the  belt 

of  me  is  Diligence. 

Lear.  Follow  me  ; thou  (halt  fcrve  me. 

Enter  one  ofGonzriYs  Gentlemen. 

Now,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  Sir- [ Exit . Kent  runs  after  him. 

jLftfr.What  fays  theFellow  ? Call  me  the  Clodpole  back. 
Att.  My  Lord,  I know  not,  but  methinks  your  High- 
nefs  is  entertain’d  with  (lender  Ceremony. 

Servant.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  not  well. 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  Slave  back  when  I called 
him  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord,  he  anfwered  me  i’th1  furlieft  Manner, 
that  he  would  not. 

Re-enter  Gentleman  brought  by  Kent. 

Lear.  I hope  our  Daughter  did  not  fo  initruft  him. 
Now,  who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  My  Lady’s  Father. 

Lear . My  Lord’s  Knave.-— — ■ ■ Strikes  him. 

Goneril  at  the  Entrance. 

Gon.  By  Day  and  Night ; this  is  infufFerable, 

I will  not  bear  it. 

Lear . Now  Daughter,  why  that  Frontlet  on  ? 

Speak,  does  that  Frown  become  our  Prefence  ? 

Gent.  I’ll  not  be  kruck,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  thou  vile  Civet-box. 

[Strikes  up  his  Heels. 

Gon . Sir,  this  licentious  Infolence  of  your  Servants 
Is  mod  unfeemly  : hourly  they  break  out 
In  Quarrels  bred  ; by  making  this  known  to  you, 

I thought  to  have  had  Redrefs,  but  find  too  late 
That  you  protedl  and  countenance  their  Outrage  ; 

And  therefore,  Sir,  I take  this  Freedom,  which 
Necefiity  makes  difcreet. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter  ? 

Gon.  Come,  Sir,  let  me  intreat  you  to  make  ufc 
Of  your  Difcretion,  and  put  off  betimes 
This  Difpofition  that  of  late  transforms  you 
vrom  what  you  rightly  are. 

Lear.  Docs  anv  here  know  me  ? Why,  this  is  not  Lear. 

Does 
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Does  Lear  walk  thus  ? Speak  thus  ? Where  are  his  Eyes  ? 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I am  ? 

Gon  Come,  Sir,  this  Admiration’s  much  o’th’  Savour 
Of  other  your  new  Humours ; I befeech  you 
To  underlland  my  Purpofes  aright  ; 

As  you  are  old,  you  fiiould  be  ftaid  and  wife  : 

Here  do  you  keep  an  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 

Men  fo  debauch’d  and  bold,  that  this  our  Palace 
Shews  like  a riotous  Inn,  a Tavern,  Brothel ; 

Be  then  advis’d  by  her  that  elfe  will  take 
That  which  Ihe  begs,  to  leffen  your  Attendance, 

Take  half  away,  and  fee  that  the  Remainder 
Be  fuch  as  may  befit  your  Age,  and  know 
Themfeives  and  You. 

Lear . Darknefs  and  Devils ! 

Saddle  my  Horfes,  call  my  Train  together  ; 

Degenerate  Viper,  i’ll  not  flay  with  Thee  ! 

I yet  have  left  a Daughter-- — « — —Serpent,  Monfler  ! 
LeiTen  my  Train,  and  call  ’em  riotous  ! 

All  Men  approv’d,  of  choice  and  rarefl  Parts 

That  each  Particular  of  Duty  know. 

How  fmall, Cordelia^  was  thy  Fault?  O Lear, 

Beat  at  this  Gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in, 

And  thy  dear  Judgment  out;  Go,  go,  my  People. 

Going  oj}\  meet  1 Albany  entring . 

Ingrateful  Duke,  was  this, your  Will  ?■ 

Alb . What,  Sir? 

Lear.  Death  ! fifty  of  my  Followers  at  a Clap  l 
Alb%  The  Matter,  Madam  ? 

Gon.  Never  afiiid  yourfelf  to  know  the  Caufe, 

But  give  his  Dotage  Way. 

Lear . Blafls  upon  thee, 

Th1  untented  Woundings  of  a Father’s  Curfe 
Pierce  every  Senfe  about  thee  ; old  fond  Eyes, 

Lament  this  Caufe  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out, 

And  call;  ye  with  the  Waters  that  ye  lofe 

To  temper  Clay. No,  Gorgon , thou  fiialt  find 

That  I’ll  refume  the  Shape  which  thou  doll  think 
I have  call  off  for  ever. 

Gon.  Mark  ye  that. 

Lear.  Hear  Nature  ! 

B i 
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Dear  Goddefs  hear  ; and  if  thou  doll  intend 
To  make  that  Creature  fruitful,  change  thy  Purpofe ; 
Pronounce  upon  her  Womb  the  barren  Curfe, 

That  from  her  bl ailed  Body  never  fpring 
A Babe  to  honour  her;— But  if  fhe  mail  bring  forth, 
Defeat  her  Joy  with  fome  didorted  Birth, 

Or  monilrous  Form,  the  Prodigy  o’  th’  Time ; 

And  fo  perverfe  of  Spirit,  that  it  may  live 
Her  Torment  as  ’twas  born,  to  fret  her  Cheeks 
With  conftant  Tears,  and  wrinkle  her  young  Brow, 
Turn  all  her  Mother’s  Pains  to  Shame  and  Scorn, 

That  fhe  may  curfe  her  Crime  too  late,  and  feel 
How  fharper  than  a Serpent’s  Tooth  it  is 
To  have  athanklefs  Child  : Away,  away.  { Exit  aim  fa's, 
Gon . Prefuming  thus  upon  his  numerous  Train, 

He  thinks  to  play  the  Tyrant  here,  and  hold 
Our  Lives  at  Will. 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  bear  too  far.  [Exit. 

End  of  the  Firji  Adi, 

fnt{  j tr?n  jar-**;  jana;  30$ 
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ACT  II. 

S C E N E defer’ s Houle. 


Enter  Baitard. 


Baji  C^O'KK^HE  Duke  comes  here  to  Night,  FH 
v ?K  take  the  Advantage 

'I'  # Of  his  Arrival  to  complete  my  Projeft: 

V'  Brother,  a Word,  come  forth  ; ’tis 
I your  Friend,  \Entt p-  Edgar, 

s^r  <.?  ■ ^ jyj y father  watches  for  you,  fly  this 
Intelligence  is  giv’n  where  you’re  hid  ; [Place. 

Take  the  Advantage  of  the  Night ; bethink  ye. 
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Have  you  not  fpoke  againft  the  Duke  of  Corneal 
Something  might  fhevv  you  a Favourer  of 
Duke  Albany  % Party  ? 

Edg.  Nothing  ; why  ask  you  ? 

Baft.  Becaufe  he’s  coming  here  To-night  in  haile. 

And  Regan  with  him — Hark  ! the  Guards  ; away. 

Edg.  Let  ’em  come  on.  I’ll  flay  and  clear  myfelf. 

Baft.  Your  Innocence  at  Leifure  may  be  heard. 

But  G after  s florming  Rage  as  yet  is  deaf, 

And  you  may  perifh  e’er  allow’d  the  Hearing.  [£.v.Edgar» 
Glofter  comes  yonder : Now  to  my  feign’d  Scuffle — 

Yield,  come  before  my  Father  ! Lights  here,  Lights  ! 
Some  Blood  drawn  on  me  wou’d  beget  Opinion  [Stabs 
Of  our  more  fierce  Encounter.* — I have  feen  [bis  Arms* 
Drunkards  do  more  than  this  in  Sport. 

Enter  Glofler  and  Servants. 

Glofter.  Now,  Edmund,  where’s  the  Traitor  ? 

Baft . That  Name,  Sir, 

Strikes  Horror  through  me ; but  my  Brother,  Sir,, 

Stood  here  i’th’  dark. 

Glofter.  Thou  bleed’ll ! purfue  the  Villain, 

And  bring  him  Piece-meal  to  me. 

Baft.  Sir,  he’s  fled. 

Gloft.  Let  him  fly  far,  this  Kingdom  fhall  not  hide  him  % 
The  noble  Duke  my  Patron  comes  To-night; 

By  his  Authority  I will  proclaim 

Rewards  for  him  that  brings  him  to  the  Stage, 

And  Death  for  the  Concealer. 

Then  of  my  Lands,  loyal  and  natural  Boy, 

I’ll  work  the  Means  to  make  thee  capable.  [ Exeunt ■> 

Enter  Kent  ( difguifed  ft  ill)  and  Gpneril’j  Gentleman , 
federally. 

Gent.  Good  morrow,  Friend,  belong’d:  thou  to  this 
Kent.  Afk  them  will  anfwer  thee.  [Houfe  ? 

Gent.  Where  may  we  fet  our  Horfes  l 
Kent . I’th’  Mire. 

Gent  I am  in  hafle,  prithee  an’  thou  lov’fl  me,  tell  me. 
Kent.  I love  thee  not. 

Gem.  Why  then  I care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  An’  I had  thee  in  Lifjbwy  Pinfold,  I’d  make  thee 

care  for  me, 

Gent, 
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Gent . What  doft  thou  mean  ? I know  thee  not. 

Kent.  But,  Minion,  I know  thee. 

Gent.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  For  a bafe,  proud,  beggarly . white-liver’d,  glafs- 
glaring,  fuper-ferviceable,  finical  Rogue  ; one  that  wou’d 
be  a Pimp  in  Way  of  good  Service,  and  art  nothing  but  a 

Compofition  of  Knave,  Beggar,  Coward,  Pandar * 

Gent.  What  a mondro'us  Fellow  art  thou  to  rail  at 
One  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee. 

Kent.  Impudent  Slave  ! not  know  me,  who  but  two 
Days  fince  trip:  up  thy  Heels  before  the  King  : Draw, 
Mifcreant,  or  I’ll  make  the  Moon  lhine  through  thee. 

Gent.  W’hat  means  the  Fellow  ? Why,  prithee,  prithee  ; 
I tell  thee  I have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  I know  your  Roguefhip's  Office  ; you  come  with 
Letters  again!!  the  King,  taking  my  young  Lady  Vanity  % 
Part  again (l  her  Royal  Father  : Draw,  Rafcal. 

Gent.  Murder,  Murder,  help.  [ Exit  Kent  after  him. 
Flour ijb.  Enter  Duke  of  Cornwal,  Regan,  attended  ; 
Gloiter,  Baflard. 

G/cf.  All  Welcome  to  your  Graces,  you  do  me  Honour. 
Duke.  Glofter , We’ve  heard  with  Sorrow  that  your  Life 
Has  been  attempted  by  your  impious  Son  ; 

But  Edmund  here  has  paid  you  drifted  Duty. 

Gloft.  He  did  betray  his  Praftice,  and  receiv’d 
The  Hurt  you  fee,  driving  to  apprehend  him. 

Duke.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Gloft.  He  is,  my  Lord. 

Regan.  Ufe  our  Authority  to  apprehend 
The  Traitor,  and  do  Juflice  on  his  Head  ; 

For  you,  Edmund , that  have  fo  fignaliz’d 
Your  Virtue,  you  from  henceforth  fhall  be  ours  ; 

Natures  of  fuch  firm  Trufl  we  much  fhall  need. 

A charming  Youth,  and  worth  my  farther  Thought/  /tfide. 

Duke.  Lay  Comforts,  noble  Glofier , to  your  Bread, 

As  we  to  ours.  This  Night  be  fpent  in  Revels. 

We  chufe  you,  Glofter , for  our  Hod  To-night, 

A troublefome  Expreffion  of  our  Love. 

On,  to  the  Sports  before  us. — -Who  are  thefe? 
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Enter  the  Gentleman,  purfued  by  Kent. 

Glojl . Now,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

Duke.  Keep  Peace  upon  your  Lives ; he  dies  that 
Whence,  and  what  are  ye  ? [ftrike-s, 

Att.  Sir,  they  are  Meffengers,  the  one  from  your  Sifter, 
the  other  from  the  King. 

Duke . Your  Difference,  fpeak. 

Gent.  I’m  fcarce  in  Breath,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  No  Marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir’d  your  Valour, 
Nature  difclaims  the  Daftard  ; a Taylor  made  him. 

Duke . Speak  yec,  how  grew  your  Quarrel  ? 

Gent . Sir,  this  old  Ruffian  here,  whofe  Life  I fpared* 
In  Pity  to  his  Beard  -—* 

Kent.  ThouEffence  Bottle  ! 

In  Pity  to  my  Beard-—*™- Your  Leave,  my  Lord^ 

And  1 will  tread  the  Muik-cat  into  Mortar. 

Duke.  Know’ft  thou  our  Prefence  ? 

Kent,  Yes,  Sir,  but  Anger  has  a Privilege. 

Duke.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent  That  fuch  a Slave  as  this  fhould  wear  a Swords 
And  have  no  Courage  ; Office,  and  no  Honefty  : 

Not  Froft  and  Fire  hold  more  Antipathy 
Than  I and  fuch  a Knaye. 

Glojl.  Why  doft  thou  call  him.  Knave  ? 

K fit.  His  Countenance  likes  me  not. 

Duke  No  more  perhaps  does  mine,  nor  his.  or  hers, 

Kent.  Plain  Dealing  is  my  Trade;  and  tobeplain,  Sir, 
1 have  feen  better  Faces  in  my  Time, 

Than  iland  on  any  Shoulders  now  before  me. 

Re  .This  is  forne  Fellow,  that  having  once  been  prais’d 
For  Biuntnefs,  fince  affeCts  a faucy  Rudenefs  ; 

But  I have  known  one  ofthefe  furly  Knaves, 

That  in  his  Plainnefs  harbour’d  more  Defign 
Than  twenty  cringing  complimenting  Minions. 

Duke.  What’s  the  Offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Gent.  Never  any,  Sir; 

It  pleas’d  the  King,  his  Mafter,  lately 
To  ftrike  me  on  a flender  Mifconftrudlion, 

Whi’ft  watching  his  Advantage,  this  old  Lurcher 
Tript  me  behind,  for  which  the  King  extoll’d  him; 

And,  Audit  with  the  Honour  of  this  bold  Exploit, 

Drew  on  me  here  again,  Duke . 
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Duke.  Bring  forth  the  Stocks,  we’ll  teacli  you# 

Kent  Sir,  I’m  too  old  to  learn  ; 

Call  not  the  Stocks  for  me,  1 ferve  the  King ; 

On  whole  Employment  1 was  fent  to  you  : 

You’ll  Ihevv  too  fmall  Refped,  and  too  bold  Malice 
Againft  the  Perfon  of  my  Royal  Mailer, 

Stocking  his  Meffenger. 

Duke.  Bring  forth  the  Stocks,  as  I have  Life  and  Ho- 
There  lhall  he  fit  till  Noon.  [nour, 

Reg.  Till  Noon,  my  Lord ! Till  Night,  and  all  Night 
too. 

Kent.  Why  Madam,  If  I were  your  Father’s  Dog 
You  would  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave,  I will. 

Gfoft.  Let  me  befeech  your  Graces  to  forbear  him ; 
His  Fault  is  much,  and  the  Good  King  his  Mailer 
Will  check  him  fbr’t,  but  needs  mull  take  iti!l 
To  be  thus  flightecHn  his  Medenger. 

Duke.  We’ll  anfwer  that ; 

Our  Sifter  may  receive  it  worfe,  to  have 

Her  Gentleman  allaulted  : To  our  Bufmefs  lead.  [Exit. 

Glojl.  I am  forry  for  thee,  Friend,  ’t.is  the  Duke’s  Plea- 
Whole  Difpofition  will  not  be  controul’d  ; [fure, 

But  I’ll  entreat  for  thee. 

f Kent  Pray  do  not,  Sir 

I have  watch’d  and  travell’d  hard, 

Some  Time  I lhall  Deep  out,  the  red  I’ll  whittle  : 
Farewell  t’ye,  Sir.  * [Exit  Glod. 

All  weary,  and  o’erwatcht, 

I feel  the  drowzy  Gueft  deal  on  me  ; take 
Advantage  heavy  Eyes  on  this  kind  Slumber, 

Not  to  behold  this  vile  and  lhameful  Lodging.  [Sleeps, 
Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I heard  myfelf  proclaim’d. 

And  by  the  friendly  Hollow  of  a Tree 
Efcape  the  Hunt,  no  Port  is  free,  no  Place 
Where  Guards  and  mod  unufual  Vigilance 
Do  not  attend  to  take  m*. — How  eafy  now 
’Twere  to  defeat  the  Malice  of  my  Trale, 

And  leave  the  Griefs  on  my  Sword’s  reeking  Point  ; 

But  Love  detains  me  from  Death’s  peaceful  Call, 
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Still  whifpering  me,  Cordelias  in  Diftrefs; 

Unkind  as  (he  is,  I cannot  fee  her  wretched. 

But  mud  be  near  to  wait  upon  her  Fortune. 

Who-  knows  but  the  white  Minute  yet  may  come, 

When  Edgar  may  do  Service  to  Cornelia. 

That  charming  Hope  Hill  ti  s me  to  the  Oar 
Of  painful  Life,  and  makes  me  to  iubmit 
To  th’  humbleft  Shifts  to  keep  that  Life  a-foot ; 

My  Face  I will  befmear,  and  knit  my  Locks, 

The  Country  gives  me  Proof  and  Precedent 
Of  Bedlam  Beggars,  who,  with  roaring  Voices, 

Strke  in  their  numb’d  and  mortify’d  bare  Arms 
Pins,  Iron-fpikes,  Thorns,  Sprigs  ofRofemary, 

And  thus  from  Sheep-coats,  Pillages,  and  Mills, 
Sometimes  with  Prayers,  fometimes  with  Lunatick  Bans, 
Enforce  their  Charity  ; poor  Tyrligod,  poor  Tom, 

That’s  fomething  yet.  Edgar  I am  no  more.  [ Exit . 

Kent  in  the  Stocks  jlill ; Enter  Lear  attended. 

Lear.  ’Tis  ftrange  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from 
And  not  fend  back  our  Meffenger.  [Home, 

Kent.  Hail,  noble  Matter. 

Lear.  How  ! mak’tt  thou  this  Shame  thy  Paftime  ? 
What’s  he  that  has  fo  much  miftook  thy  Place, 

To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent . It  is  both  He  and  She,  Sir,  your  Son  and  Daugh* 
ter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear . No,  I fay. 

Kent . I fay,  yea 

Lear . By  Jupiter  I fwear  no. 

Kent . By  Juno  I fwear,  I fwear  ay, 

Lear . They  durft  not  do’t  ; 

They  could  not,  would  not  do’t ; ’tis  worfe  than  Murder, 
To  do  upon  Refpe&  fuch  violent  Outrage. 

Rcfolve  me  with  all  modett  Hafte,  which  Way 
Thou  may’tt  deferve,  or  they  impofe  this  Ufage? 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  Home 
I did  commend  your  Highnefs  Letters  to  them, 

’Eire  I was  rifeh  arriv’d  another  Pott, 

Steer’d  in  his  Hafte,  breatblefs  and  panting  forth  ' 

From 
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From  Goneri /,  his  Miftrefs,  Salutations, 

Whofe  Meftage  being  deliver’d,  they  took  Horfc, 
Commanding  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  Leifure  of  their  Anfwer  ; which  I did  ; 

But  meeting  that  other  Mefienger, 

Whofe  Welcome  I perceiv’d  had  poifon'd  mine. 

Being  the  very  Fellow  that  of  late 

Had.  (hewn  fuch  Rudenefs  to  your  Highnefs,  I 

Having  more  Man  than  Wit  about  me,  drew  ; 

On  which  he  rais’d  the  Houfe  with  Coward’s  Cries  : 

This  was  the  Trefpafs  which  your  Son  and  Daughter 
Thought  worth  the  Shame  you  fee  it  fuffer  here. 

Lear.  Oh  ! how  this  Spleen  fwclls  upward  to  my  Heart, 
And  heaves  for  Paflage—  Down,  climbing  Rage ; 

Thy  Element’s  below ; where  is  this  Daughter  ? 

Kent.  Within,  Sir,  at  a Mafque. 

Enter  Glofter. 

Lear . Now  Glojler! Ha  ! 

Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ; th’are  fick,  th’are  weary, 

They  have  travell’d  hard  To-night ; — mere  Fetches  $ 
Bring  me  a better  Anfwer. 

Gloft . My  dear  Lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  Quality  of  the  Duke  — 

Lear.  Vengeance,  Death,  Plague,  Confufion, 

Fiery  ! what  Quality — Why  Glofter , Glojler , 

I’d  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Comujal,  and  his  Wife. 

Gloft.  I have  inform’d  ’em  fo 

Lear.  Inform’d  ’em  ! doll  thou  underhand  me,  Man  ? 
I tell  thee,  Glofter , 

Gloft . Ay,  my  good  Lord.  [ther 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornwall  the  dear  Fa- 
Would  with  his  Daughter  fpeak,  commands  her  Service. 
Are  they  inform’d  of  this  ? My  Breath  and  Blood ! 
Fiery  ! the  fiery  Duke  ! tell  the  hot  Duke— 

No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well, 

Infirmity  does  hill  negleft  all  Office  ; 

I beg  his  Pardon,  and  I’ll  chide  my  Rafhnefs 
That  took  the  indifpos’d  and  fickly  Fit 
For  the  found  Man  : — But  wherefore  fits  he  there  ? 
Death  on  my  State,  this  Aft  convinces  me 
That  this  Retirednefs  of  the  Duke  and  her 
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Is  plain  Contempt ; give  me  my  Servant  forth  ; 

Go  tell  the  Duke  and  his  Wife  I’d  Ipeak  with  ’em  : 

Now  inftantly  bid  ’em  come  forth  and  hear  me  ; 

Or  at  their  Chamber  Door  I’ll  beat  the  Drum, 

’Till  it  cry  lleep  to  Death. 

Enter  Cornwal  and  Regan. 

Oh  ! are  you  come  ? 

Duke.  Health  to  the  King. 

Reg . I am  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 

Lear.  Regan , I think  you  are  : I know  what  Caufe 
I have  to  think  fo.  Shou’d’ft  thou  not  be  glad 
I wou’d  divorce  me  from  thy  Mother’s  Tomb  ? 

Beloved  Regan,  thou  wilt  fhake  to  hear 

What  I fhall  utter  : Thou  cou’d’ft  n’er  h’  thought  it. 

Thy  Siller’s  naught  : O Regan,  fhe  has  ty’d 

Kent  here  fet  at  liberty. 
Ingratitude  like  a keen  Vulture  here  ; 

I fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thee. 

Rfg.  I pray  you,  Sir,  take  Patience  ; I have  Hope 
That  you  know  lefs  to  value  her  Defert, 

Than  ihe  to  flack  her  Duty. 

Lear.  Ha  ! How’s  that  ? 

Reg.  I cannot  think  my  Sifter  in  the  ieaft 
Would  fail  in  her  Refpecls ; but  if  perchance 
She  has  reftrain’d  the  Riots  of  your  Followers, 

’Tis  on  fuch  Grounds,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  Ends, 

As  clear  her  from  all  Blame. 

Lear.  My  Curfes  on  her. 

Reg.  O Sir,  you  ’re  old. 

And  fhou’d  content  you  to  be  rul’d  and  led 
By  fome  Difcretion  that  difcerns  your  State 
Better  than  yourfelf ; therefore,  Sir, 

Return  to  our  Sifter,  and  fay  you’ve  wrong’d  her. 

Lear.  Ha  ! Afk  her  Forgivenefs  ? 

No,  no,  ’twas  my  Miftake,  thou  didft  not  mean  fo  % 

Dear  Daughter,  I confefs  that  I am  old  : 

Age  is  unneceflary  ; but  thou  art  good. 

And  wilt  difpenfe  with  my  Infirmity. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more  of  thefe  unfightly  Paflions ; 
Return  back  to  our  Sifter. 
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Lear.  Never,  Regan  ; 

She  has  abated  me  of  half  my  Train, 

Look’d  black  upon  me,  llab’d  me  with  her  Tongue : 

.All  the  ftored  Vengeances  of  Heav’n  fall 

On  her  ungrateful  Head  ; Itrike  her  young  Bones, 

Ye  taking  Airs  with  Lamenefs. 

Reg.  O the  bleft  Gods ! Thus  will  you  wilh  on  me, 
When  the  ralh  Mood — - 

Lear.  No,  Regan , Thou  fhalt  never  have  my  Curfe  ; 
Thy  tender  Nature  cannot  give  thee  o’er 
To  fuch  Impiety  : Thou  better  know’ll 
The  Offices  of  Nature,  Bond  of  Childhood, 

And  Dues  of  Gratitude;  thou  bear’ll  in  Mind 
The  Half  o’th’  Kingdom,  which  our  Love  confer’d 
On  thee  and  thine. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  the  Purpofe. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  Man  i’th’  Stocks  ? 

Duke.  What  Trumpet’s  that  ? 

Reg.  I know’t,  my  Siller’s ; this  confirms  her  Letters. 
Sir,  is  your  Lady  come  ? 

Enter  Goneril’j  Gentleman. 

Lear.  More  Torture  dill  : 

This  is  a Slave,  whofe  eafy  borrow’d  Pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  Grace  of  her  he  follows  ; 

A Falhion-Fop,  that  fpends  the  Day  in  Dreffing, 

And  all  to  bear  his  Lady’s  flattering  Meflage  ; 

That  can  deliver  with  a Grace  her  Lye, 

And  with  as  bold  a Face  bring  back  a greater. 

Out,  Varlet,  from  my  Sight. 

Duke . What  means  your  Grace  ? 

Lear.  Who  Hock’d  my  Servant  ? Regan , I have  Hope 
Thou  didft  not  know  it. 

Enter  Goneril. 

Who  comes  here  ? Oh  Heav’ns ! 

If  you  do  love  old  Men ; if  you,  fvveet  Sir, 

Allow  Obedience ; if  yourfelves  are  old. 

Make  it  your  Cafe,  fend  down  and  take  my  Part  ! 
Why.  Gvrgon , doll  thou  come  to  hunt  me  here  ? 

Art  not  alham’d  to  look  upon  this  Beard  ? 

Darknefs  upon  my  Eyes,  they  play  me  falfe ; 

O Regan , wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  Hand  ? 
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Gon.  Why  not  by  th’  Hand,  Sir  ? How  have  I offended? 
All's  not  Offence  that  Indifcretion  finds. 

And  Dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear . Heart,  thou  art  too  tough. 

Regan.  I pray  you,  Sir,  being  old,  confefs  you  are  fo. 
If  till  the  Expiration  of  your  Month, 

You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  our  Siller, 

Difmifliing  half  your  Train,  come  then  to  me  { 

I am  now  from  Home,  and  out  of  that  Provifion 
That  fhall  be  needful  for  your  Entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  with  her,  and  fifty  Knights  difmifs’d ; 
No,  rather  I’ll  forfwear  all  Roofs,  and  chufe 
To  be  Companion  to  the  Midnight  Wolf, 

My  naked  Head  expos’d  to  th'  merc’lefs  Air, 

Than  have  my  fmalleit  Wants  iupply’d  by  her 
Gon.  At  your  Choice,  Sir. 

Lear . Now,  1 prithee,  Daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad! 
I will  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child,  farewell. 

We’ll  meet  no  more,  no  more  fee  one  another  ; 

Let  Shame  come  when  it  will,  I do  not  call  it, 

I do  not  bid  the  Thunder- bearer  flrike, 

Nor  tell  Tales  of  thee  to  avenging  Keav'n  ; 

Mend  when  thou  canfl,  be  better  at  thy  Leilure  1 
I can  be  patient,  I can  llay  with  Regan . 

I,  and  my  hundred  Knights.  ^ 

Regan . Your  Pardon,  Sir  ; 

I look’d  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  Welcome. 

Lear . Is  this  well  fpoken  now  ? 

Reg . My  Sifter  treats  you  fair  ; what  ! fifty  Followers  J 
Is  it  not  well  ? what  ftiould  you  need  of  more  ? 

Gon . Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  Attendance 
From  thofe  whom  (lie  calls  Servants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lord  ? If  then  they  chance  to  flack 

We  cou’d  controul  ’em. If  you  come  to  me,  [you, 

For  now  I fee  the  Danger,  I intreat  you 
To  bring  but  Five  and  twenty  ; to  no  more 
Will  I give  Place. 

Lear . Hold  now,  my  Temper;  ftand  this  Bolt  unmov’d. 
And  I am  Thunder-Proof  ; 

The  wicked,  when  compar’d  with  the  more  / 
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Seem  beautiful ; and  not  to  be  the  worft, 

Stands  in  fome  Rank  of  Praife.  Now,  Goneril, 

Thou  art  innocent  agen,  I’ll  go  with  thee; 

Thy  fifty  yet  does  double  Five  and  Twenty, 

And  thou  art  twice  her  Love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord. 

What  need  you  Five  and  Twenty,  Ten,  or  Five, 

To  follow  in  a Houfe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a Command  fattend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  need  one  ? 

Lear.  Blood  ! Fire  ! here  — Leprofies  and  bluefl 
Room,  room  for  Hell  to  belch  her  Horrors  up,  [Plagues  \ 
And  drench  the  Circes  in  a Stream  ofF'ire  ; 

Hark,  how  th’  Infernals  eccho  to  my  Rage 
Their  Whips  and  Snakes.—— 

Reg.  How  leud  a Thing  is  Pafiion  ! 

Gon.  So  old  and  ftoxnachful. 

Lightning  and  'thunder  * 
Lear.  Heav’ns  drop  your  Patience  down  ; 

You  fee  me  here,  ye  Gods,  a poor  old  Man,  ^ 

As  full  of  Grief  as  Age,  wretched  in  both 

I'll  bear  no  more.  No,  you  unnatural  Hags, 

I will  have  fuch  Revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  World  fhall— — I will  do  fuch  Things, 
What  they  are  yet  I know  not,  but  they  fhall  be 
The  Terrors  of  the  Earth  ; you  think  I’ll  weep,  [Thunder 
This  Heart  fhall  break  into  a thoufand  Pieces  [again. 

Before  I’ll  weep  O Gods ! I fhall  go  mad.  [Exit, 

Duke.  Tis  a wild  Night,  come  out  o’th’  Storm.  [Ex. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  A Defer t Heath. 
Enter  Lear  and  Kent  in  the  Storm. 


Lear . 


LOW  Winds,  and  burft  your  Cheeks,, 
rage  louder  yet, 

Fantaftick  Lightning,  finge,  finge  my 
white  Head  ; 

Spout  Catara&s,  and  Hurricanoes  fall. 
Till  you  have  drown’d  the  Towns 
and  Palaces 
Of  proud  ingrateful  Man. 

Kent.  Not  all  my  belt  Intreatifes  can  perfuade  him 
Into  fome  needful  Shelter,  c-r  to  ’bide 
This  poor  flight  Cov’ring  on  his  aged  Head, 

Expos’d  to  this  wild  War  of  Earth  and  Heav’n. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  fill,  fight  Whirlwind,  Rain  and  Fire^ 
Not  Fire,  Wind,  Rain,  or  Thunder  are  my  Daughters : 
I tax  not  you,  ye  Elements,  with  Unkindnefs ; 

I never  gave  you  Kingdoms,  call’d  you  Children  ; 

You  owe  me  no  Obedience,  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  Pleafure;  here  I fland  your  Slave, 

A poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis’d  old  Man  ; 

Yet  will  I call  youfervile  Minifiers, 

That  have  with  two  pernicious  Daughters  join’d 
Their  high  engender’d  Battle  againft  a Head 
So  old  and  white  as  mine ; Oh  ! oh  ! ’tis  foul. 

Kent.  Hard  by.  Sir,  is  a Hovel,  that  will  lend 
Some  fhelter  from  thisTempefl. 

Lear.  I w 11  forget  my  Nature,  what  ! fo  kind  a Fa- 
Ay,  there’s  the  Point.  [ther  t 

Kent . Confider,  good  my  Liege.  Things  that  love 
Night, 
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I.ove  not  fuch  Nights  as  this  ; thefe  wrathful  Skies 
Frighten  the  very  Wanderers  o’  tir  Dark, 

And  make  ’em  keep  their  Caves ; fuch  drenching  Rain, 
Such  Sheets  of  Fire,  fuch  Claps  of  horrid  Thunder, 

Such  Groans  of  roaring  Winds,  have  ne’er  been  known. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  Gods, 

That  keep  the  dreadful  Pudder  o’er  our  Heads, 

Find  out  their  Enemies  now  Tremble,  thou  Wretch, 
That  hall  within  thee  undifeover’d  Crimes  l 

Hide  that  bloody  H^nd,— 

Thou  perjur’d  Villain,  holy  Hypocrite, 

That  drink’ll  the  Widow’s  Tears  ; figh  now,  and  cry 
Thefe  dreadful  Summoners  Grace,  I am  a Man 
More  fin’d  againll,  than  linning. 

Kent . Good  Sir,  to  th’  Hovel. 

Lear . My  Wit  begins  to  burn. 

Come  on  my  Boy,  how  doll  my  Boy  ? Art  cold  ? 

I’m  cold  myfelf ; Ihevv  this  Straw,  my  Fellow  ; 

The  Art  of  our  Necelfity  is  llrange, 

And  can  make  vile  Things  precious ; my  poor  Knave, 
Cold  as  I am  at  Heart,  I’ve  one  Place  there  [ Louder  Storm, 
That’s  forry  yet  for  thee.  [Exit. 

Gloder’j  Palace.  Enter  Ballard. 

Baft.  The  Storm  is  in  6ur  louder  Rev’lings  drown’d. 
Thus  wou’d  I reign,  cou’d  I but  mount  a Throne. 

The  Riots  of  thefe  proud  imperial  Sillers 
Already  have  impos’d  the  galling  Yoke 
Of  Taxes,  and  hard  Impositions,  on 
The  drudging  Peafants  Necks,  whobel’owout 
Their  loud  Complaints  in  vain — Triumphant  Queens  ! 
With  what  Aliurance  do  they  treat  the  Crowd  ? 

Oh  ! for  a Talle  of  fuch  Majellick  Beauty, 

Which  none  but  my  hot  Veins  are  ft  t’engage  ; 

Nor  are  my  Wilhes  defp’rate,  for  even  now, 

During  the  Banquet,  I obferv’d  their  Glances 
Shot  thick  at  me  ; and,  as  they  left  the  Room, 

Each  call,  by  Stealth,  a kind  inviting  Smile, 

The  happy  Earned ha  ! 

Yu#  Servants,  from  fever al  Entrances,  deliver  him  each 
a Letter , and  Ex. 

Where  Merit  is  fo  transparent,  not  to  behold  it  [Reads. 

Were 
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Were  Blindnefs,  and  not  to  reward  it  Ingratitude. 

Goneril, 

Enough  ! Blind  and  ungrateful  ihould  I be 
Not  to  obey  the  Summons  of  this  Oracle. 

Now  for  a fecond  Letter:  [Opens  the  other* 

if  Modefty  be  not  your  Enemy,  doubt  not  to  [Reads. 
Eind  me  your  Friend. 

Regan, 

Excellent  Sybil ! O my  glowing  Blood  ! 

I am  already  fick  of  Expe&ation, 

And  pant  for  the  Poffeflion. Here  Glofier  comes 

With  Bufinefs  on  his  Brow ; be  hufh’d  my  Joys. 

Glofi.  I come  to  feek  thee,  Edmund , to  impart  a Butt- 
nels  of  Importance  ; I know  thy  loyal  Heart  is  touch’d 
to  fee  the  Cruelty  of  thefe  ungrateful  Daughters  againfl 
our  Royal  Matter. 

Bafi.  Mott  favage  aud  unnatural. 

Glofi,  This  Change  in  the  State  fits  uneafy.  The 
Commons  repine  aloud  at  their  female  Tyrants  ; already 
they  cry  out  for  the  Re-inftalment  of  their  good  old 
King,  whofe  Injuries,  I fear,  will  enflame  ’em  into 
Mutiny. 

Bafi.  ’Tis  to  be  hop’d,  not  fear’d. 

Glofi,  Thou  haft  it.  Boy,  ’tis  to  be  hop’d  indeed  ; 

On  me  they  caft  their  Eyes,  and  hourly  court  me 
To  lead  ’em  on ; and  whilft  this  Head  is  mine, 

I’m  theirs  A little  covert  Craft,  my  Boy, 

And  then  for  open  A&ion  ; ’twill  be  Employment 
Worthy  fuch  honeft  daring  Souls  as  thine. 

Thou,  Edmund , art  my  trufty  Fmiflary. 

Hafte  on  the  Spur,  at  the  firft  Break  of  Day  [Give*  him 
With  thefe  Difpatches  to  the  Duke  of  Cambray  ; Letters* 
You  know  what  mortal  Feuds  have  always  flam’d 
Between  this  Duke  of  CornnjoaP s Family,  and  his ; 

Full  Twenty  Thoufand  Mountaineers 

Th’  inveterate  Prince  will  fend  to  our  Affiftance. 

Difpatch  ; commend  us  to  his  Grace,  and  profper* 

Bafi.  Yes,  credulous  old  Man, 

I will  commend  you  to  his  Grace, 

His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Corneal inftantly, 

To  fhew  him  thefe  Contents  in  thy  own  Charafler, 
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And  fcal’d  with  thy  own  Signet  ; then  forthwith 
The  chol’rick  Duke  gives  Sentence  on  thy  Life ; 

And  to  my  Hand  thy  vaft  Revenues, 

To  glut  my  Pleafure  that ’till  now  has  llarv’d. 

Gloiler  going  off  is  met  by  Cordelia  entering,  Baftard 
cbfer<ving  at  a D fiance . 

Cord.  Turn,  Glojier , turn,  by  the  facred  Pow’rs 
1 do  conjure  you  give  my  Griefs  a Hearing  ; 

You  mult,  you  lhall,  nay,  I am  fure  you  will. 

For  you  were  always  ftyl’d  the  Juft  and  Good. 

Glofl . What  wou’dft  thou,  Princefs  ? rife,  and  fpeak  thy 
Cord.  Nay,  you  lhall  promife  to  redrefs  ’em  too,  [Griefs. 
Or  here  I’ll  kneel  for  ever  ; I entreat 
Thy  Succour  for  a Father,  and  a King, 

An  injur’d  Father,  and  an  injur’d  King. 

Bafi.  O charming  Sorrow  ! How  her  Tears  adorn  her. 
Like  Dew  on  Flow’rs  ; but  lhe  is  virtuous. 

And  I mult  quench  this  hopeiefs  Fire  i’th’  kindling. 

Glofi.  Confider,  Princefs, 

F or  whom  thou  beg’ft,  ’tis  for  the  King  that  wrong’d  thee. 

Cord . O name  not  that ; he  did  not,  cou’d  not  wrong  me. 
Nay,  mufe  not,  Glofier , for  it  is  too  likely 
This  injur’d  King,  e’er  this,  is  pad:  your  Aid, 

And  gone  diftra&ed  with  his  favage  Wrongs. 

Bafi . I’ll  gaze  no  more, — and  yet  my  Eyes  are  charm’d® 
Cord . Or,  what  if  it  be  worfe ; 

As  ’tis  too  probable,  this  furious  Night 

Has  pierc’d  his  tender  Body  ; the  bleak  Winds 

And  cold  Rain  chill’d,  or  Lightning  ftruck  him  dead  ; 

If  it  be  fo,  your  Promife  is  difcharg’d. 

And  I have  only  one  poor  Boon  to  beg, 

That  you’d  convey  me  to  his  breathlefs  Trunk, 

With  my  torn  Robes  to  wrap  his  hoary  Head, 

With  my  torn  Hair  to  bind  his  Hands  and  Feet, 

Then  with  a Show’r  of  Tears 

To  wa(h  his  Clay-fmear’d  Cheeks,  and  die  befide  him. 

Gloft.  Rife,  fair  Cordelia , thou  hall  Piety 
Enough  t’atone  for  both  thy  Sifter’s  Crimes ; 

I have  already  plotted  to  reftore 
My  injur’d  Mafter,  and  thy  Virtue  tells  me 


We  lhall  fucceed,  and  fuddenly. 
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Cord.  Di {patch,  A*  ante , 

Provide  me  a Difguife  ; we’ll  inflantly 
Go  feek  the  King,  and  bring  him  fome  Relief. 

Ar.  How,  Madam  ! Are  you  ignorant 
Of  what  your  impious  Sillers  have  decreed  ? 

Immediate  Death  for  any  that  relieve  him. 

Cord.  I cannot  dread  the  Furies  in  this  Cafe. 

Ar.  In  fuch  a Night  as  this  ? Confider,  Madam, 

For  many  Miles  about  there’s  fcarce  a Bufh 
To  fhelter  in. 

Cord.  Therefore  no  Shelter  for  the  King, 

And  more  our  Charity  to  find  him  out  : 

What  have  not  Women  dar’d  for  vicious  Love  ? 

And  we'll  be  fhiriing  Proofs  that  they  can  dare 
For  Piety  as  much.  Blow  Winds,  and  Lightnings  fall. 
Bold  in  my  Virgin  Innocence  I’ll  fly, 

My  Royal  Father  to  relieve  or  die.  [Exit. 

Bajl.  Provide  me  a Difguife,  we’ll  inflantly 
Go  leek  the  King  ; — ha  ! ha  ! A lucky  Change, 

That  Virtue  which  I fear’d  would  be  my  Hindrance, 
Has  prov’d  the  Bond  to  my  Defign  ; 

I’ll  bribe  two  Ruffians  fhall  at  Diliance  follow7. 

And  feize  ’em  in  fome  defert  Place  ; and  there 
Whilfl  one  retains  her,  t’other  fhall  return 
T’inform  me  where  fhe’s  lodg’d  ; I’ll  be  difguis’d  too  : 
Whilfl  they  are  poching  for  me,  I’ll  to  the  Duke 
With  thefe  Difpatches,  then  to  the  Field, 

Where,  like  the  vig'rous  Jove,  I will  enjoy 
This  Semele  in  a Storm  ; ’twill  deaf  her  Cries, 

Like  Drums  in  Battle  ; left  her  Groans  Ihould  pierce 
My  pitying  Ear,  and  make  the  am’rous  Fight  lefs  fierce. 

[Exit* 

Storm  pill.  The  Field  Scene.  Enter  Lear  andYLen'l 

Kent.  Here  is  the  Place,  myLord  ; good  myLord,  enter; 
The  Tyranny  of  this  open  Night’s  too  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure. 

Lea  -.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter, 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  Heart  ? 

Kent.  Befeech  you.  Sir. 
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Lear.  Thou  think’ll:  ’tis  much  that  this  contentious 
Invades  us  to  the  Skin  ; fo  ’tis  to  thee  ; [Storm 

But  where  the  greater  Malady  is  fixt, 

The  letter  is  fcarce  felt : The  Tempeft  in  my  Mind 
Does  from  my  Senfes  take  all  Feeling  elfe, 

Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  Ingratitude  f 
Is  it  not  as  this  Mouth  (hould  tear  this  Hand 
For  lifting  Food  to’t  ? — But  I’ll  punifh — Home  ! 

No,  I will  no  more;  in  fuch  a Night 

To  fhut  me  out Pour  on,  I will  endure—— 

In  fuch  a Night  as  this  : O Regan ,.  Goneril ! 

Your  old  kind  Father,  whofe  frank  Heart  gave  all ; 

O that  Way  Madnefs  lies ; let  me  fhun  that ; 

No  more  of  that. 

Kent . See,  my  Lord,  here’s  the  Entrance, 

Lear.  Well,  I’ll  go  in 

And  pafs  it  all ; I’ll  pray,  and  then  I’ll  ileep. 

Poor  naked  Wretches,  wherefoe’er  you  are, 

That  ’bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  Storm, 

How  fhall  your  houfelefs  Heads  and  unfed  Sides 
Suftain  this  Shock  ? Your  Raggednefs  defend  you 
From  Seafons  fuch  as  thefe. 

Oh ! I have  ta’en  too  little  Care  of  this  ? 

TakePhyfick,  Pomp, 

Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  what  Wretches  feel, 

That  thou  may’ll  call  the  Superflux  to  them. 

And  Ihew  the  Heav’ns  more  juft. 

Edgar  in  the  Hovel. 

Five  Fathom  and  a half,  poor  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  doft  grumble  there  i'th’Straw ? 
Come  forth.  \ 

Edgar.  Away  ! The  foul  Fiend  follows  me — Through 

the  fharp  Haw-thorn  blows  the  cold  Wind Mum, 

go  to  the  Bed  and  warm  thee Ha  ! What  do  I fee  ? 

By  all  my  Griefs  the  poor  old  King  bareheaded, 

And  drench’d  in  this  fowl  Storm  ! Profefling  Syren , 

Are  all  your  Protefiations  come  to  this  ? 

Lear.  Tell  me,  Fellow,  didft  thou  give  all  to  thy 

[Daughters  ? 

Edgar.  Who  gives  any  Thing  to  poor  Tom,  whom  the 
foulFiendhasledthroughFire,  and  throughFlame, through 

Bulhes, 


King  LEAR.  35 

Butties,  and  Bogs  ; that  has  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow, 
and  Halters  in  his  Pew  ; that  has  made  him  proud  of 
Heart  to  ride  on  a bay  trotting  Horfe,  over  four  inched 
Bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  Shadow  for  a Traitor.  — ■ 

Blefs  thy  five  Wits.  Tom  s a cold  Blefs 

thee  from  Whirlwinds,  Star-blafting  and  taking  ; do 

poor  Tom  fome  Charity,  whom  the  foul  Fiend  vexes. 

Sa,  fa ; there  I could  have  him  now,  and  there,  and 
there  again. 

Lear.  Have  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  Pafs  ? 
Couldft  thou  fave  nothing  ? Didft  thou  give  them  all  ? 

Kent . He  has  no  Daughters,  Sir. 

Lear.  Death,  Traytor,  nothing  could  have  fubdued 
To  fuch  a Lownefs,  but  his  unkind  Daughters.  [Nature 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  upon  Pillicock  Hill : Hallo,  hallo, 

Lear.  Is  it  the  Falhion  that  difregarded  Fathers  [hallo. 
Should  have  fuch  little  Mercy  on  their  Flefh  ? 

Judicious  Punilhment,  ’twas  his  Flefli  begot 
Thofe  Pelican  Daughters. 

Edg.  Take  heed  of  the  fow  Fiend  ; obey  thy  Parents ; 
keep  thy  Word  juftly  ; fvvear  not;  commit  not  with 
Man’s  fworn  Spoufe  ; fet  not  thy  fweet  Heart  on  proudAr- 
ray  ; Torn  s a cold. 

Lear*  What  haft  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A Serving- man,  proud  of  Heart,  that  curl’d  my 
Hair,  ufed  Perfume  and  Wafhes ; that  ferved  the  Lull:  of 
my  Miftrefs’s  Heart,  and  did  the  Adi  of  Darknefs  with 
her  ; fwore  as  many  Oaths  as  I fpoke  Words ; and  broke 
them  all  in  the  fweet  Face  of  Heaven.  Let  not  the  Paint, 
nor  the  Patch,  nor  the  Ruftling  of  Silks,  betray  thy  poor 
Heart  to  Woman  ; keep  thy  Foot  out  of  Brothels,  thy 
Hand  out  of  Plackets,  thy  Pen  from  Creditors  Books, 
and  defy  the  foul  Fiend. Still  through  the  Haw- 

thorn blows  the  cold  Wind. — Sefs,  Su-um,  Mun,  Nonny, 
Dolphin,  my  Boy  ! — Hill,  the  Boy,  the  Boy  ! Sefee ! 
Soft ! let  him  trot  by. 

Lear.  Death ! thou  wert  better  in  thy  Grave  than 
thus  to  anlwer  with  thy  uncover’d  Body,  this  Extremi- 
ty of  the  Sky.  And  yet  confider  him  well,  and  Man’s 
no  more  than  this : Thou  art  indebted  to  the  Worm  for 
no  Silk,  to  the  Beall  for  no  Hide,  to  the  Cat  for  no 

Perfume. 
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Perfume. Pla  ! here’s  two  of  us  are  fophifticated  ; 

thou  art  the  Thing  itfelf,  unaccomodated  Man  is  no  more 
than  fuch  a poor  bare -fork’d  Animal  as  thou  art. 

Off,  off,  ye  vain  Difguifes,  empty  Lendings  ; 

I’ll  be  my  original  felf ; quick,  quick,  uncafe  me. 

Kent,  Defend  his  Wits,  good  Heaven! 

Lear . One  Point  I had  forgot  ; what’s  your  Name  ? 

Er<g.  Poor  Tow,  that  eats  the  fwimming  Frog,  the 
Wallnut  and  the  Water-Nut ; that  in  the  Fury  of  his 
Heart,  when  the  foul  Fiend  rages,  eats  Cow-dung  for 
Sallads,  fwallows  the  old  Rat,  and  the  Ditch-Dog  that 
drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  Handing  Pool,  that’s 
whipt  from  Tithing  to  Tithing,  that  has  three  Suits  to 
his  Back,  fix  Shirts  to  his  Body. 

Horfe  to  ride,  and  Weapon  to  wear. 

But  Rats  and  Mice,  and  fuch  fmall  Deer. 

Have  been  Tow’s  Food  for  fev’n  long  Year. 
Beware,  my  Follower ; Peace,  Smulk’n,  Peace,  thou 
foul  Fiend. 

Lear,  One  Word  more,  but  be  fure  true  Counfel ; tell 
me,  is  a Madman  a Gentleman  or  a Yeoman  ? 

Kent . 1 feai’d ’twou’d  come  to  this;  his  Wits  are 
gone. 

Edg,  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  An- 
gler in  the  Lake  of  Darknefs.  Pray,  Innocent , and  be- 
ware the  foul  Fiend. 

Lear . Right,  ha  ! ha  ! Was  it  not  pleafant  to  have  a 
thoufand  with  red  hot  Spits  come  hiffing  in  upon  ’em. 

Edg . My  Tears  begin  to  take  his  Part  fo  much 
They  mar  my  Counterfeiting.  [ Afede, 

Lear,  The  little  Dogs  and  all.  Tray,  Blanch,  and 
Sweetheart,  fee  they  bark  at  me. 

Edg.  lom  will  throw  his  Head  at  ’em  ; avaunt,  ye  Curs. 
Be  thy  Mouth,  or  black  or  white, 

Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  ; 

Maftiff,  Greyhound,  Mungrel,  Grim. 

Hound  or  Spaniel,  Brach  or  Hym  ; 

Bob  Tail,  Hight,  or  Trundle-Tail, 

Tow  will  make  ’em  weep  and  wail ; 

For  with  throwing  thus  my  Head, 

Dogs  leap  the  Hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
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Ud,  dc,dc,de,  See,  fee,  fee,  Come,  march  to  Wakes, 

and  Fairs,  and  Market-Towns. Poor  Torn,  thy  Horn 

is  dry. 

Lear.  You,  Sir,  I entertain  you  for  one  of  my  Hun- 
dred, only  I do  not  like  theFafhion  of  your  Garments ; 
you’ll  fay  they’re  Perfian,  but  no  Matter,  let  ’em  be 
changed. 

Enter  Gloller. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  Flibertlgibet ; he  begins  at  Cur- 
few, and  walks  at  firftCock  ; he  gives  the  Web,  ar.d  the 
Pin  ; knits  the  Elflock  ; fquints  the  Eye,  and  makes  the 
Hair- Lip  ; mildews  the  white  Wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor 
Creature  of  the  Earth. 

Swithin  footed  thrice  the  Cold, 

He  met  the  Night-Mare  and  her  Nine-Fold, 

'Twas  there  he  did  appoint  her; 

He  bid  her  alight,  and  her  Troth  plight. 

And  arroynt  the  Witch  arroynt  her. 

Gloft.  What,  has  your  Grace  no  better  Company  ? 

Edg.  The  Prince  of  Darknefs  is  a Gentleman  ; Mo  do 
he  is  call’d,  and  Maku. 

Gloft.  Go  with  me,  Sir  ; hard  by  I have  a Tenant. 

My  Duty  cannot  fuffer  me  to  obey  in  all  your  Daugh- 
ters hard  Commands,  who  have  enjoin’d  me  to  make  fail 
my  Doors,  and  let  this  tyrannous  Night  take  hold  upon 
you.  Yet  have  I ventur’d  to  come  to  feek  you  cut,  and 
bring  you  where  both  Fire  and  Food  are  ready. 

Kent . Good  my  Lord,  take  his  Offer, 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher  ; 

Say,  Staggerite,  what  is  the  Caufe  of  Thunder  ? 

Gloft . Befeech  you,  Sir,  go  with  me. 

Lear.  I’ll  take  a Word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban . 
What  is  your  Study  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  Fiend,  and  to  kill  Vermin. 

Lear . Let  me  aik  you  a Word  in  private. 

Kent.  His  Wits  are  quite  unfettled  ; good  Sir,  let’s  force 
•him  hence. 

Gloft.  Can’ll:  blame  him  ? His  Daughters  feek  his 
Death  ; this  Bedlam  but  dillurbs  him  the  more.  Fellow, 
be  gone. 

Edg*  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  Tow’r  came, 
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His  Word  was  Hill  Fi,  Fo,  and  Fum, 

I fmell  the  Blood  ol  a Britff  Man.——  Oh  ! Torture  ? 

[Exit. 

Glcfi . Now,  I prithee  Friend,  let’s  take  him  in  our 
Arms,  and  carry  him  where  he  fhall  meet  both  Welcome 
Good  Sir,  along  with  us.  [and  Protection. 

Lear.  You  fay  right,  let  ’em  anatomize  Regan,  for  what 
breeds  about  her  Heart ; is  there  any  Caufe  in  Nature  for 
thefe  hard  Hearts  ? 

Kent . I befeech  your  Grace. 

Lear.  Hill ! Make  no  Noife,  make  no  Noife — - 

fo,  fo  ; we’ll  to  Supper  i’th’  Morning.  Exeunt . 

Enter  Cordelia  and  Arante. 

Ar.  Dear  Madam,  reft  ye  here,  our  Search  is  vain, 
Look,  here’s  a Shed  ; befeech  ye,  enter  here. 

Cord.  Prithee  go  thyfelf,  feek  thy  own  Eafe  ; 

Where  the  Mind’s  free,  the  Body’s  delicate  ; 

This  Tempeft  but  diverts  me  from  the  Thought 
Of  what  would  hurt  me  more. 

Enter  two  Ruffians. 

1.  Ruff.  We  have  dog’d’em  far  enough  ; this  Place  is 
I’ll  keep  ’em  Prifoners  here  within  this  Hovel,  [private ; 
Whilft  you  return  and  bring  Lord  Edmund  hither  ; 

But  help  me  firft  to  houfe  ’em 

2.  Ruff  Nothing  but  this  dear  Devil  [ Shews  Gold . 

Shou’d  have  drawn  me  through  all  this  Tempeft ; 

But  to  our  Work. 

*7 bey  feize  Cordelia  and  Arante,  who  Jhriek  out. 

Soft,  Madam,  we  are  Friends ; difpatch,  I fay. 

Cord.  Help,  Murder,  Help  ; Gods  ! Some  kindThun- 
To  ftrike  me  dead.  [derbolt 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  What  Cry  was  that? — Ha!  Women  feiz’d  by 
Is  this  a Place  and  Time  for  Villainy  ? [Ruffians ! 
Avaunt,  ye  Bloodhounds.  Drives  them  with  his  £>uar~ 

[ter-Jlaff. 

Both.  The  Devil,  the  Devil.  [Runoff. 

Edg.  O fpeak,  what  are  ye  that  appear  to  be 
O’  th’  tender  Sex,  and  yet  unguarded  wander 
Through  the  dread  Mazes  of  this  dreadful  Night, 

Where  (though  at  full)  the  clouded  Moon  fcarce  darts 
jmperfeCl  Glimmerings  ? Cord. 
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Cord.  Firft  fay,  what  art  thou  ? 

Our  Guardian  Angel,  that  wert  pleas’d  t’aflums 
That  horrid  Shape  to  fright  the  Ravifhers  ? 

We’ll  kneel  to  thee. 

Edg.  O my  tumultuous  Blood  ! 

By  all  my  trembling  Veins,  Cordelias  Voice.; 

’Tis  (he  herfelf ! My  Senfes  fure  conform 

To  my  wild  Garb,  and  I am  mad  indeed.  [ 4 fide* 

Cord . Whete’er  thou  art,  befriend  a wretched  V lrgin  ; 
And,  if  thou  canft,  direct  our  weary  Search. 

Edg.  Who  relieves  poor  Tom,  that  deeps  on  theNettlg, 
With  the  Hedge-pig  for  his  Pillow. 

Whilft  Smug  ply’d  the  Bellows, 

She  truck’d  with  her  Fellows ; 

The  freckle-fac’d  Mab 
Was  a Blouze  and  a Drab, 

Yet  S<wz  tki  n m ad  e Oberon  jealous. — Oh!  Torture,, 
Ar.  Alack!  Madam,  a poor wand’ring  Lunatick. 
Cord . And  yet  his  Language  feem’d  but  now  well  tern- 
Speak,  Friend,  to  one  more  wretched  than  thyfelf : [per’d> 
And  if  thou  haft  one  Interval  of  Senfe, 

Inform  us,  if  thou  canft,  where  we  may  find 
A poor  old  Man,  who  through  this  Heath  has  ftray’d 
The  tedious  Night.— Speak,  faw’ft  thou  fucli  a one  f 
Edg . The  King  her  Father,  whom  (he’s  come  to  feek? 
Through  all  the  Terrors  of  this  Night : O Gods ! [ AJide , 
That  fuch  amazing  Piety,  fuch  Tendernefs 
Shou’d  yet  to  me  be  cruel. 

Yes,  fair  one,  fuch  a one  was  lately  here, 

And  is  convey’d  by  fome  that  came  to  feek  him, 

To  a neighb’ring  Cottage  ; but  diftin&ly  where, 

I know  not. 

Cord . Bleftings  on  ’em  5 
Let’s  find  him  out,  Arante , for  thou  feeft 
We  are  in  Heaven’s  Prote&ion.  [Going  off. 

Edg.  O Cordelia  ! 

Cord.  Ha  ! Thou  know’ft  my  Name. 

Edg.  As  you  did  once  know  Edgar's 
Cord.  Edgar  ! 

Edg.  The  poor  Remains  of  Edgar , what  your  Scorn 
has  left  him.  D z Cord, 
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Cord,  Do  we  wake,  Arante? 

Edg,  My  Father  feeks  my  Life,  which  I preferv'dy 
In  Hopes  of  fome  bleft  Minute  to  oblige 
Pill' ell  Cordelia , and  the  Gods  have  given  it ; 

That  Thought  alone  prevail’d  with  me  to  take 
This  frantick  Drefs,  to  make  the  Earth  my  Bed, 

With  thefeBare  Limbs  all  Change  of  Seafons  ’bide, 
Noon’s  fcorching  Heat,  and  Midnight’s  piercing  Cold, 
To  feed  on  Offals,  and  to  drink  with  Herds, 

To  combat  with  the  Winds,  and  be  the  Sport 
Of  Clowns,  or  what’s  more  wretched  yet,  their  Pity. 

Ar . Was  ever  Tale  fo  full  of  Mifery  ! 

Edg,  But  fuch  a Fall  as  this  I grant  was  due 
To  my  afpiring  Love,  for  ’twas  prefumptuous, 

Though  not  prefumptuoufly  purfu’d  ; 

For  well  you  know  I wore  my  Flames  conceal’d. 

And  filent  as  the  Lamps  that  burn  in  Tombs, 

Till  you  perceiv’d  my  Grief,  with  model!  Grace 
Drew  forth  the  Secret,  and  then  feal’d  my  Pardon. 

Cord . You  had  your  Pardon,  nor  can  you  challenge  more. 
Edg.  What  do  I challenge  more  \ 

Such  Vanity  agrees  not  with  thefe  Rags  : 

When  in  my  profp’rous  State,  rich  Glo/ler' s Heir. 

You  filenc’d  my  Pretences,  and  enjoin’d  me 
To  trouble  you  upon  that  Theme  no  more  ; 

Then  what  Reception  mull  Love’s  Language  find 
From  thefe  bare  Limbs  and  Beggar’s  humble  Weeds  f 
Cord . Such  as  a Voice  of  Pardon  to  a Wretch  condemn’d; 
Such  as  the  Shouts 

Of  fuccouring  Forces  to  a Town  befieg’d. 

Edg . Ah  ! What  new  Method  now  of  Cruelty  ? 

Cord.  Come  to  my  Arms,  thou  dearell,  bell  of  Men, 
And  take  the  kindelt  Vows  that  e’er  were  fpoke 
By  a protelting  Maid. 

Edg . Is’t  poffible  ? 

Cord.  By  the  dear  vital  Stream  that  bathes  my  Heart, 
Thefe  hallowed  Rags  of  thine,  and  naked  Virtue, 

Thefe  abjeft  Taffels,  thefe  fantallick  Shreds, 

(Ridiculous  even  to  the  meancil  Clown) 

To  me  are  dearer  than  the  richell  Pomp 
Of  purple  Monarchs, 
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Edg.  Generous  charming  Maid, 

The  Gods  alone  that  made,  can  rate  thy  Worth  \ 

This  rroft  amazing  Excellence  fhall  be  J 

Fame’s  Triumph  in  fucceeding  Ages,  when 
Thy  bright  Example  fhall  adorn  the  Scene, 

And  teach  the  Word  Perfe&ion. 

Cord.  Cold  and  weary, 

We'll  reft  a while,  Arante , on  that  Straw* 

Then  forward  to  find  out  the  poor  old  King. 

Edg.  Look,  I have  Flint  and  Steel,  the  Implements 
Of  wand’ring  Lunaticks  : I’ll  ftrike  a Light, 

And  make  a Fire  beneath  this  Shed,  to  dry 

Thy  Storm-drench ’d  Garments , Vre  thou  lie  to  reft  thee  p 

Then  fierce  and  wakeful  as  th’  Hefperian  Dragon, 

I’ll  watch  befide  thee  to  protect  thy  Sleep  ; 

Mean  while  the  Stars  fhall  dart  their  kindeft  Beams. 
And  Angels  vifit  my  Cordelias  Dreams.  [ Exeunt > 

SC  E N E,  2" 'he  Palace. 

Enter  Cornwal,  Regan,  Baftard,  Setwants . Cornwal 
with  Glofter’/  Letters. 

Duke . I will  have  my  Revenge  Vre  I depart  his  Houfe* 
Regan , fee  here,  a Plot  upon  our  State  ; 

’Tis  Glofters  Character,  that  has  betray’d 
His  double  Truft  of  Subject  and  of  HofL. 

Reg.  Then  double  be  our  Vengeance  ; this  confirms 
Th’  Intelligence  that  we  now  receiv’d, 

That  he  has  been  this  Night  to  feek  the  King ; 

But  who,  Sir,  was  the  kind  Difcoverer  ? 

Duke.  Our  Eagle,  quick  to  Ypy,  and  fierce  to  feize : 
Our  trufty  Edtnund . 

Reg.  ’ f was  a noble  Service  ; 

O Corneal,  take  him  to  thy  deepeft  Truft,. 

And  wear  him  as  a Jewel  at  thy  Heart. 

Baft.  Think,  S r,  how  hard  a Fortune  I fuftairr, 

That  makes  me  thus  repent  of  ferving  you  ; [ Weep 

O that  this  Treafon  had  not  been,  or  I 
Not  the  Difcoverer. 

Duke.  Edmund,  thou  fhall  find 
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A Father  in  our  Love,  and  from  this  Minute 
We  call  thee  Earl  of  Glofter  ; but  there  yet 
Remains  another  Juftice  to  be  done. 

And  that's  to  punilh  this  difearded  Traitor  ; 

But  led  thy  tender  Nature  fhould  relent 
At  his  juft  Suffering,  nor  brook  the  Sight, 

We  wifh  thee  to  withdraw. 

Rrg.  The  Grotto , Sir,  within  the  lower  Grove  [To 
Has  Privacy  to  fuit  a Mourner’s  Thought.  [Edmund  aftde* 
Baft  And  there  I may  expeft  a Comforter, 

Ha,  Madam  ? 

Reg . What  may  happen,  Sir,  I know  not, 

But  ’twas  a Friend’s  Advice.  [Exit  Baftard. 

Duke . Bring  in  the  Traitor. 

Glofter  brought  in . 

Bind  faft  his  Arms 

Gloft.  What  mean  your  Graces  ? 

You  are  my  Guefts,  pray  do  me  no  foul  Play. 

Duke . Bind  him,  I fay,  hard,  harder  yet. 

Reg.  Now,  Traitor,  thou  fhalt  find 

Duke.  Speak,  Rebel,  where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  l 
Whom,  Spight  of  our  Decree,  thou  faw’ft  laft  Night. 
Gloft . I’m  ty’d  to  th’  Stake,  and  muft  ftandthe  Courfe. 
Reg.  Say  where,  and  why  thou  haft  conceal’d  him  ? 
Gloft.  Becaufe  I wou’d  not  fee  thy  cruel  Hands 
Tear  out  his  poor  old  Eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter 
Carve  his  anointed  Flefh  ; but  I fhall  fee 
The  fwift  wing’d  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 

Duke.  See’tthou  fhalt  never  ; Slaves  perform  your  Work, 
Out  with  thofe  treacherous  Eyes ; difpatch,  1 fay. 

If  thou  feek  Vengeance 

Gloft.  He  that  will  think  to  live,  ’till  he  be  old*— 

Give  me  fome  Help. O cruel ! oh  ! ye  Gods. 

[They +ut  out  his  Eyes, 

Ser<v . Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  I bar  your  Cruelty  ; 

I cannot  love  your  Safety,  and  give  Way 
To  fuch  a barbarous  Pradice. 

Duke . Ha  ! my  Villain  ! 

Ser<v.  1 have  been  your  Servant  from  my  Infancy, 

But  better  Service  have  I never  done  you 
Than  with  this  Boldnefs. — - 

Duke. 
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Duke . Take  thy  Death^xSlave. 

Serv.  Nay,  then  Revenge  whilfb  yet  my  Blood  is 
warm.  [ Fight. 

Reg . Help  here are  you  not  hurt,  my  Lord  ? 

G/oJt.  Edmund , enkindle  all  the  Sparks  of  Nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  Ad. 

Reg . Out,  treacherous  Villain, 

Thou  call’ll  on  him  who  hates  thee  ; it  was  he 
That  broach’d  thy  Treafon,  fhew’d  us  thy  Difpatches  ; 
There— read,  and  fave  the  Cambrian  Prince  a Labour, 
If  thy  Eyes  fail  thee,  call  for  Spectacles. 

Glofi . O my  Folly  ! 

Then  Edgar  was  abufed  ; kind  Gods  forgive  me  that, 
Reg . How  is’t,  my  Lord  ? 

Duke , Turn  out  that  eyelefs  Villain,  let  him  fmell 
His  Way  to  Ca?nbray ; throw  this  Slave  upon  a Dunghill. 
Regan , I bleed  apace  ; give  me  your  Arm. 

Glojl.  All  dark  and  comfortlefs ! 

Where  are  thofe  various  Objedls  that,  but  now. 
Employ’d  my  bufy  Eyes  ? Where  thofe  Eyes  ? 

Dead  are  their  piercing  Rays,  that  lately  Ihot 
O’er  llow’ry  Vales  to  diftant  fnowy  Hills, 

And  drew  with  Joy  the  vail  Horizon  in. 

Thefe  groping  Hands  are  now  my  only  Guides, 

And  Feeling  all  my  Sight. 

0 Mifery  ! What  Words  can  found  my  Grief ! 

Shut  from  the  Living  whilll  among  the  Living ; 

Dark  as  the  Grave  amidll  the  bullling  World. 

At  once  from  Bus’nefs  and  from  Pleaiure  bar’d  9 
No  more  to  view  the  Beauty  of  the  Spring, 

Nor  fee  the  Face  of  Kindred,  or  of  Friend. 

Yet  Hill  one  Way  th’  extreamell  Fate  affords. 

And  ev’n  the  Blind  can  find  the  Way  to  Death. 

Mull  I then  tamely  die,  and  unreveng’d  ? 

So  Lear  may  fall  : No,  with  thefe  bleeding  Rings 

1 will  prefent  me  to  the  pitying  Crowd, 

And  with  the  Rhetorick  of  thefe  dropping  Veins 
Enflame  ’em  to  revenge  their  King  and  me  ; 

Then  when  the  glorious  Mifchief  s on  the  Wing, 

This  Lumber  from  fome  Precipice  I’ll  throw. 

And  dalh  it  on  the  ragged  Flint  below ; 
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Whence  my  freed  Soul  to  her  bright  Sphere  fliall  fly,. 
Through  boundlel's  Orbs  eternal  Regions  Ypy, 

And  ;like  the  Syn)  be  all  one  glorious  Eye.  [Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Adi. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  A Grotto. 

Edmund  and  Regan  amoroujly  feated , lijlening  to  foft  Mufic . 

Baft.  H Y were  thofe  Beauties  made  ano- 

ther’s Right, 

Which  none  can  prize  like  me  ? 

Charming  Queen, 

Take  my  blooming  Youth;  for 
ever  fold  me 
In  thole  foft  Arms ; lull  me  in  endlefs  Sleep, 

That  I may  dream  of  Pleafures  too  tranfporting 
For  Life  to  bear. 

Reg.  Live,  live  my  Glofter , 

And  feel  no  Death  but  that  of  fwooning  Joy  ! 

I yield  thee  Blifles  on  no  harder  Terms, 

Than  that  thou  continue  to  be  happy. 

Baft.  This  Jealoufy  is  yet  more  kind;  is’t  poflible 
That  I fliould  wander  from  a Paradife 
To  feed  on  fickly  Weeds  ? Such  Sweets  live  here. 

That  Conltancy  will  be  no  Virtue  in  me. 

And  yet  mult  1 forthwith  go  meet  her  Siller,  [Aftde* 

To  whom  I mult  protelt  as  much 

Suppofe  it  be  the  fame  ; why,  belt  of  all. 
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And  1 have  then  my  Lefion  ’ready  conn'd. 
Reg.  Wear  this  Remembrance  of  rne. — 


ne. I dare  now 

[Gives  him  a Ring. 


Abfent  myfelf  no  longer  from  the  Duke, 

Whofe  Wound  grows  dangerous,  I hope  mortal, 
Bajl.  And  let  this  happy  Image  of  your  Glojler 


Lodge  in  that  Bread  where  all  his  Treafure  lies.  [Exit. 

Reg . To  this  braveYouth  aWoman’s  blooming  Beauties 
Are  due ; my  Fool  ufurps  my  Bed What’s  here  ? 


IVhere  Merit  is  tranfparent , not  to  behold  it  were 
BUndnefs , and  net  to  reward  it,  Ingratitude. 

Goneril. 


Vexatious  Accident ! Yet  fortunate  too  : 

My  Jealoufy’s  confirm’d,  and  I am  taught 

To  cad  for  my  Defence ■-«  Enter  an  Officer. 

Now, what  mean  thofe  Shouts,  and  this  thy  hadyEntrance? 

Off.  A mod  furpridng  and  a ludden  Change  j 
The  Peafants  are  all  up  in  Mutiny, 

And  only  want  a Chief  to  lead  ’em  on 
To  dorm  your  Palace. 

Reg.  On  what  Provocation  ? 

Off  At  lad  Day’s  publick  FedivaL  to  which 
The  Yeomen  from*  all  Quarters  had  repair’d  ; 

Old  Glojler , whom  you  late  depriv'd  cf  Sight, 

(His  Veins  yet  dreaming  i re fir)  prefents  himfelf. 
Proclaims  your  Cruelty,  and  their  Oppredion, 

With  the  King’s  Injuries  ; which  fo  enrag'd  ’em, 

That  now  that  Mutiny,  which  long  had  crept, 
TakesWing,  and  threatens  your  bedPow’rs. 

Reg.  White-liver'd  Slave  ! 

Our  Forces  rais’d,  and  led  by  valiant  Edmund , 

Shall  drive  this  Monder  of  Rebellion  back 

To  her  dark  Cell ; young  Glojler  s Arm  allays 

The  Storm,  his  Father’s  feeble  Breath  did  raife.  [Exit. 

The  Field  SCENE,  Enter  Edgar. 

Ed?.  The  lowed  and  mod  abje6t  Thing  of  Fortune 
Stands  dill  in  Hope,  and  is  fecure  from  Fear  ; 

The  lamentable  Change  is  from  the  Bed, 

The  Word  returns  to  Better,— Who  comes  here  ? 


[Fulling  out  a Fixture,  drops  a Note. 


Confufion  on  my  Eyes. 


Enter 
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Enter  Glofter,  led  by  an  old  Man . 

My  Father  poorly  led  ! depriv’d  of  Sight ! 

The  precious  Stones  torn  from  their  bleeding  Rings  1 
Something  I heard  of  this  inhuman  Deed, 

But  diibeliev’d  it,  as  an  Art  too  horrid 
For  the  hot  Hell  of  a curd:  Woman's  Fury  ; 

When  will  the  Meafure  of  my  Woes  be  full  ? 

Glojl.  Revenge,  thou  art  on  foot,  Succefs  attend  thee. 
Well  have  I fold  my  Eyes,  if  the  Event 
Prove  happy  for  the  injur’d  King. 

Old  M.  O,  my  good  Lord,  I have  been  your  Tenant, 
and  your  Father’s  Tenant  thefe  fourfcore  Years. 

Glo/l.  Away,  get  thee  away,  good  Friend  begone; 
Thy  Comforts  can  dome  no  Good  at  all. 

Thee  they  may  hurt. 

O/d  M You  cannot  fee  your  Way. 

Glojl.  I have  no  Way,  and  therefore  want  no  Eyes, 

I dumbled  when  I faw  : O dear  Son  Edgar , 

The  Food  of  thy  abufed  Father’s  Wrath, 

Might  I but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  Touch, 

I’d  fay,  I had  Eyes  agen. 

Edg.  Alas,  he’s  fenfible  that  I was  wrong’d. 

And  fhould  I own  myfelf,  his  tender  Heart 
Would  break  betwixt  th’  Extreams  of  Grief  and  Joy. 
Old M.  How  now,  who’s  there  ? 

Edg.  A Charity  for  poor  Ton.  Play  fair,  and  defy 
the  foul  Fiend. 

O Gods ! And  mull  I Hill  purfue  this  Trade,  \_djide . 

Trilling  beneath  fuch  Loads  of  Mifery  ? 

Old  M . ’Tis  poor  mad  Tom . 

Glojl . In  the  late  Storm,  I fuch  a Fellow  faw. 

Which  made  me  think  a Man  a Worm. 

Where  is  the  Lunatick  ? 

Old M.  Here,  my  Lord. 

Glojl.  Get  thee  now  away  ; if  for  my  Sake 
Thou  wilt  o’er  take  us  hence  a Mile,  or  two, 

I'th’  Way  to  Dover , do’t  for  ancient  Love, 

And  bring  fome  Cov’ring  for  this  naked  Wretch, 

Whom  I’ll  intreat  to  lead  me. 

OldM.  Alack,  my  Lord,  he’s  mad.  (Blind. 

Glojl . ’Tis  the  Time’s  Plague  when  Mad  men  lead  the 
Do  as  I bid  thee.  Old 
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GldM.  I’ll  bring  him  the  belt  ’parrel,  that  I have. 
Come  on’t  what  will.  { Exit* 

Gloft.  Sirrah,  naked  Fellow. 

Edg.  ?oor  Toms  a cold — I cannot  fool  it  longer, 

And  yet  I mult. Blefs  thy  Ivveet  Eyes,  they  bleed  ; 

Believ’t  poor  Tom  ev’n  weeps  his  blind  to  fee  ’em. 

Gloft  Know’ll  thou  the  Way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg . Both  Stile  and  Gate,  Horfe-way  and  Foot-path  ; 
poor  Tom  has  been  feared  out  of  his  good  Wits  ; blefs 
every  true  Man’s  Son  from  the  foul  Fiend. 

Gloft.  Here  take  this  Furfe  ; that  I am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  happier.  Heav’n  deal  fo  Hill. 

Thus  let  the  griping  l Jfurer’s  Hoard  be  fcatter’d. 

So  Diftribution  lhall  undo  Excels, 

And  each  Man  have  enough.  Dolt  thou  know  Dover  ? 
Edg,  Ay,  Mailer. 

Gloft,  There’s  a Cliff,  whole  high  and  bending  Head 
Looks  dreadfully  down  on  the  roaring  Deep  ; 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  Brink  of  it, 

And  I’ll  repay  the  Poverty  thou  bear’ll 

With  fomething  rich  about  me ; from  that  Place 

I lhall  no  Leading  need. 

Edg . Give  me  thy  Arm  : Poor  Tom  lhall  guide  thee. 
Glofi*  Soft,  fori  hear  the  Tread  of  Paffengers. 

Enter  Kent  and  Cordelia. 

Cord . Ah  me!  Your  Fear’s  too  true,  it  was  the  King  i 
I fpoke  but  now  with  fome  that  met  him 
As  mad  as  the  vex’d  Sea,  fmging  aloud, 

Crown’d  with  rank  Femiter,  and  and  Furrow  Weeds, 
With  Berries,  Burdocks,  Violets,  Dazies,  Poppies, 

And  all  the  idle  Flowers  that  grow 

In  our  fullaining  Corn  ; condudl  me  to  him. 

And  Heav’n  fo  profper  thee. 

Kent.  I will,  good  Lady. 

Ha,  Glofter  here! Turn,  poor  dark  Man,  and  hear 

A Friend’s  Condolement,  who  at  Sight  of  thine 
- Forgets  his  own  Diflrefs,  thy  old  true  Kent . 

Gloft.  How,  Kent!  From  whence  return'd  ? 

Kent.  I have  not  lince  my  Banilhrnent  been  abfent. 
But  in  Difguife  follow’d  th’  abandon’d  King  : 

’Twas  me  thou  faw’fl  with  him  in  the  late'Storm, 
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Glofl.  Let  me  embrace  thee  ; had  I Eyes,  I now 
Should  weep  for  joy;  but  let  this  trickling  Blood 
Suffice  inilead  of 'Lears. 

Cord.  O Mifery  ! 

To  whom  fhall  I complain,  or  in  what  Language  ? 

Forgive,  O wretched  Man,  the  Piety 

That  brought  thee  to  this  Pafs,  ’twas  I that  caus’d  it  ; 

I call  me  at  thy  Feet,  and  beg  of  thee 
To  crufh  thefe  weeping  Eyes  to  equal  Darknefs, 

If  that  will  give  thee  any  Recompence. 

Ed*.  Was  ever  Seafon  fo  diftreil  as  this  1 [AJide . 

Gloji.  I think  Cordelias  Voice!  Rife  pious  Princefs, 
And  take  a dark  Man’s  Bleffing. 

'Cord.  O,  my  Edgar  ! 

My  Virtue’s  now  grow  guilty,  works  the  Bane 
Of  thofe  that  befriend  me,  Heav’n  forfakes  me, 

And  when  you  look  that  Way,  it  is  but  juft 
That  you  lhou’d  hate  me  too. 

Edg.  O wave  this  cutting  Speech,  and  fpare  to  wound 
A Heart  that’s  on  the  Rack. 

Gloji  No  longer  cloud  thee,  Kent,  in  that  Difguife, 
There’s  Bufinefs  for  thee,  and  of  nobleft  Weight ; 

Our  injur'd  Country  is  at  length  in  Arms, 

Urg’d  by  the  King’s  inhuman  Wrongs  and  mine. 

And  only  want  a Chief  to  lead  ’em  on. 

That  Talk  be  thine. 

Edg.  Brave  Britons , then  there’s  Life  in’t  yet,  [AJide . 
Kent.  Then  have  we  one  Call  for  our  Fortune  Hill. 
Come,  Princefs,  I’ll  bellow  you  with  the  King, 

Then  on  the  Spur  to  head  thefe  Forces. 

Farewel,  good  Glojier , to  our  Conduft  trull. 

Gloji.  And  be  yo.ur  Caufe  as  profp’rous  as  ’tis  juft.  [Ex. 

Goneril’j  Palace.  Enter  Goneril,  Attendants. 

Gon.  It  was  great  Ignorance,  GloJieP s Eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live,  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  Hearts  againd  us  : Edmund  I think  is  gone. 

In  Pity  to  his  Mifery,  to  difpatch  him. 

Gent.  No,  Madam,  he’s  return’d  on  fpeedy  Summons 
Back  to  your  Siller. 

Gon.  Ha ! I like  not  that, 

Such  Speed  mull  have  the  Wings  of  Love  ? where’s  Albany? 

Gent, 
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Gent . Madam,  within,  but  never  Man  fo  chang’d  ; 

I told  him  of  the  Uproar  of  the  Peafants, 

He  fmil’d  at  it j when  I inform’d  him 
Of  Glofier'  sTreafon 

Gon.  Trouble  him  no  farther. 

It  is  his  coward  Spirit ; back  to  our  Sifter, 

Haften  her  Mufters,  and  let  her  know 
I have  given  the  Diftaff  into  my  Hufband’s  Hands. 

That  done,  with  fpecial  Care  deliver  thefe  Difpatches 
In  private  to  young  Glofier . 

Enter  a EJeJfinger. 

Mefif.  O Madam,  moft  unfeafonable  News, 

The  Duke  of  Cornwall's  dead  of  his  late  Wound, 

Whofe  Lofs  your  Sifter  has  in  Part  fupply’d. 

Making  brave  Edmund  General  of  her  Forces. 

Gon.  One  Way  I like  this  well  ; 

But  being  a Widow,  and  my  Glofier  with  her. 

May  blaft  the  promifed  Harvell  of  our  Love. 

A Word  more,  Sir add  Speed  to  your  Journey, 

And  if  you  chance  to  meet  with  that  blind  Traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off.  [Ex* 

7 be  Field  SCENE,  Glofter  and  Edgar. 

Glofi.  When  fhall  we  come  to  th’  Top  of  that  fame 

Edg.  We  climb  it  now,  mark  how  we  labour.  [Hill? 

Glofi . Methinks  the  Ground  is  even. 

Edg.  Horribly  fteep ; heark,  do  you  hear  the  Sea  ? 

Glofi . No  truly. 

Edg . Why  then  your  other  Senfes  grow  imperfect 
By  your  Eyes  Anguifh, 

Glofi.  So  may  it  be  indeed.  © 

Methinks  thy  Voice  is  alter’d,  and  thou  fpeak’ft 
In  better  Phrafe  and  Manner  than  thou  didiL 

Edg.  You  are  much  deceived  ; in  nothing  am  I alter’d 
But  my  Garments. 

Glofi.  Methinks  y’are  better  fpoken. 

Edg..  Come  on,  Sir  ; here’s  the  Place ; how  fearful 
And  dizzy  ’tis  to  call  one’s  Eyes  fo  low. 

The  Crows  and  Choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  Air, 
Shew  fcarce  fo  big  as  Beetles  ; half  way  down 
Hangs  one  who  gathers  Samphire,  dreadful  Trade  f 
The  Filherm^n  that  walk  upon  the  Beach, 
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Appear  like  Mice  ; and  yon  tall  anchoring  Bark 
Seems  leflen’d  to  her  Cock,  her  Cock  a Buoy, 

Almoll  too  Imall  for  Sight : The  murmuring  Surge 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high  ; I’ll  look  no  more 
Lell  my  Brain  turn,  and  the  Diforder  make  me 
Tumble  down  head-long. 

Gloft.  Set  me  where  you  hand. 

Edg.  You  are  now  within  a Foot  of  th’  extreme  Verge, 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  I would  not  now 
Leap  forward. 

Gloft . Let  go  my  Hand: 

Here,  Friend,  is  another  Purfe,  in  it  a Jewel 
Well  worth  a poor  Man’s  taking ; get  thee  farther. 

Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Fare  you  well,  Sir. That  I do  trifle  thus 

With  this  his  Defpair,  is  with  Defign  to  cure  it. 

Gloft.  Thus,  mighty  Gods,  this  World  I do  renounce. 
And  in  your  Sight  fhake  my  Afffi&ions  off* ; 

If  I could  bear  ’em  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  Wills, 

My  SnufF  and  feebler  Part  of  Nature  fhou’d 
Burn  itfelf  out.  If  Edgar  liv’d  ! Oh  blefs  him  ! 

Now,  Fellow,  fare  thee  well. 

Edg.  Gone,  Sir,  farewell. 

And  yet  I know  not  how  Conceit  may  rob 

The  Treafury  of  Life.  Had  he  been  where  he  thought, 

By  this  had  Thought  been  paft Alive,  or  dead  ? 

Hoa,  Sir,  Friend  ; hear  you,  Sir,  fpeak. * , 

Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed, yet  he  revives. 

What  are  you,  Sir  ?° 

Gloft.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Hadfl  thou  been  aught  but  Gofmore  Feathers, 
Falling  fo  many  Fathom  down,  (Air  ! 

Thou  hadfl  fhiver’d  like  an  Egg  ; but  thou  doff  breathe 
Haft  heavy  Subftance  ! Bleed’ll  ? not  fpeak  ! Art  found  ? 
Thy  Life’s  a Miracle. 

Gloft.  But  have  I fallen  or  no  ? 

Edg . From  the  dread  Summit  of  this  chalky  Bourn  : 
Look  up,  an  Height,  the  (brill  tun’d  Lark  fo  high 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  ; do  but  look  up. 

Gloft.  Alack,  I have  no  Eyes, 

It 
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Is  Wretchednefs  depriv’d  that  Benefit 
To  end  it 'elf  by  Death  ? 

Edg.  Give  me  your  Arm. 

Up  ; lb,  how  is’t  ? Feel  you  your  Legs  ? You  (land. 

Gioft.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  Upon  the  Brow  o’th’  Cliff,  what  Thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Gioft . A poor  unfortunate  Beggar. 

Edg.  As  I flood  here  below,  methought  his  Eyes 
Were  two  full  Moons,  wide  Noftrils  breathing  Fire. 

It  was  fome  Fiend,  therefore  thou  happy  Father, 

Think  that  th1  all  powerful  Gods,  who  make  them  Ho- 
Of  Mens  Impoflibilities,  have  perferved  thee.  (nours 

Gioft.  ’Tis  wonderful;  henceforth  I’ll  bear  AfHi&iou 
’Till  it  expire  ; the  Goblin  which  you  fpeak  of, 

I took  for  a Man  ; oft  times  ’twould  fay, 

The  Fiend,  the  Fiend  : He  led  me  to  that  Place,  [here  ? 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  Thoughts,  But  who  comes 
Enter  Lear,  a Coronet  of  Flowers  on  his  Head  ; 

Wreaths  and  Garlands  about  him . 

Lear . No,  no  ; they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining  j 
lam  the  King  himfelf. 

Edg \ O piercing  Sight. 

Lear.  Nature’s  above  Art  in  that  Refpeft ; there’s 
your  Prefs-Money  : That  Fellow  handles  his  Bow  like  a 

Cow -Keeper  : — Draw  me  a Clothiers  Yard.  A 

Moufe,  a Moufe,  peace,  hoa  ! There’s  my  Gauntlet ; I’ll 
prove  it  on  a Giant  : Bring  up  the  brown  Bills : O well 

flown  Bird  ; i’  th’  White,  i’  th’  White.  — — * 

He  ugh  ! Give  the  Word. 

Edg.  Sweet  Marjoram . 

Lear.  Pafs. 

Gioft.  I know  that  Voice. 

Lear.  Ha  ! Goneril  with  a white  Beard  ! They  flat* 
ter’d  me  like  a Dog,  and  told  me  I had  white  Hairs  on  my 
Chin,  before  the  black  ones  were  there  ; to  fay  ay  and 
no  to  every  thing  that  I faid  : Ay  and  no  too  was  no 
good  Divinity.  When  the  Rain  came  once  to  wet  me, 
and  the  Winds  to  make  me  chatter  ; when  the  Thunder 
wou’d  not  peace  at  my  bidding  ; There  I found  ’em, 
there  I fmelt  them  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  Men  of 
E z their 
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cheir  Words  ; they  told  me  I was  a King ; ’tis  a Lye, 
I am  not  Ague  proof. 

Guff.  That  Voice  I well  remember,  is’t  not  the  King’s  ? 
Lear.  Ay,  every  Inch  a King  ; when  I do  dare, 

See  how  the  Subjed  quakes. 

I pardon  that  Man’s  Life  ; what  was  the  Caufe  ? 
Adultery  ? Thou  fhalt  not  die.  Die  for  Adultery! 

The  Wren  goes  to’t,  and  the  fmall  gilded  Fly 
Engenders  in  my  Sight.  Let  Copulation  thrive  ; 

For  Glofier  s Ballard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  Father, 

Than  were  my  Daughters^  got  i’th’  Lawful  Bed. 

To’t  Luxury,  Pell-M  ll,  for  I lack  Soldiers. 

Gloji.  Not  all  my  Sorrows  pallfo  deep  have  touch’d  me, 
As  thefe  fad  Accents  : Sight  were  now  a Torment. — — 
Lear.  Behold  that  fimp’ring  Lady,  die  that  darts 
At  Pieafure’s  Name,  and  thinks  her  Ear  profan’d 
With  the  lead  wanton  Word  ; wou’d  you  belive  it. 

The  Fitcher,  nor  the  pamper’d  Steed  goes  to’t 
With  fuch  a riotous  Appetite : Down  from  the  Wade 
they  are  Centaurs , though  Women  all  above ; but  to  the 
Girdle  do  the  Gods  inherit,  beneath  is  all  the  Fiends  : 
there’s  Hell,  there’s  Darknels,  the  fulphurous  unfa- 
thom’d.  Fie  ! Fie  ! Pah  !— An  Ounce  of  Civet, 

good  Apothecary,  to  fweeten  my  Imagination,— 
There’s  Money  for  thee. 

Gloji.  Let  me  kifs  that  Hand. 

Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  it  fird  ; it  frnells  of  Mortality. 
Gloji.  Speak,  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I remember  thy  Eyes  well  enough  : Nay,  do 
thy  word,  blind  Cupid , I’ll  not  love.  -—Read  me  this 
Challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Glop.  Were  all  the  Letters  Suns,  I cou’d  not  fee. 

Edg.  I wou’d  not  take  this  from  Report ; wretched 
What  will  thy  Virtue  do,  when  thou  flialt  find  ( Codeliu  ! 
This  frefh  AfHi&ion  added  to  the  Tale 
Of  thy  unparallel’d  Griefs. 

Lear.  Read. 

Gloji . What ! with  this  Cafe  of  Eyes ! 

Lear.  O ho!  Are  you  there  with  me?  No  Eyes  in 
your  Head,  and  no  Money  in  your  Purfe  ? Yet  you  fee 
how  this  World  goes. 

Glofl. 
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Gloft.  I fee  It  feelingly. 

Lear . What!  Art  mad  ! A Man  may  fee  how  this 
World  goes  with  no  Eyes.  Look  with  thy  Ears  ; fee4 
how  yon  Juftice  rails  on  that  fimple  Thief ; (hake  ’eni 
together,  and  the  firft  that  drops,  be  it  Thief,  or  Juftice, 

is  a Villain. Thou  haft  feen  a Earner’s  Dog  bark  at  a 

Beggar. 

Gloft.  Ay,  Sir. 

Lear . And  the  Man  ran  from  the  Cur ; there  thoir 
might’ft  behold  the  great  Image  of  Authority,  a Dog’s 
obey’d  in  Office.  Thou  Ra/cal,  Beadle,  hold  up  thy 
bloody  Hand,  why  doft  thou  lafh  that  Strumpet  ? Thou 
hotly  luft’ft  to  enjoy  her  in  that  Kind  for  which  thou 
whip’ft  her ; do,  do,  the  Judge  that  fentenc’d  her  has 
been  before-hand  with  thee. 

Gloft.  How  ftiff  is  my  vile  Senfe,  that  yields  not  yet  ?. 

Lear . I tell  thee  the  Ufurer  hangs  the  Couz’ner- 

through  tatter’d  Robes  fmall  Vices  do  appear  ; Robes 
and  Fur-Gowns  hide  all  : Place  Sins  with  Gold  ; why 
there  ’tis  for  thee,  my  Friend,  make  much  of  it  ; it  has 
the  Power  to  feal  the  Accufer’s  Lips.  Get  thee  glafs 
Eyes,  and  (like  a fcurvy  Politician)  feem  to  fee  the 
Things  thou  doft  not.  Pull,  pull  olf  my  Boots ; hard, 
harder;  fo,  fo. 

Gift.  O Matter  and  Impertinency  mixt ! 

Reafon  in  Madnefs. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  Fortunes,  take  my  Eyes, 
I know  thee  well  enough,  thy  Name  is  Glofler . 

Thou  muft  be  patient,  we  come  crying  hither ; 

Thou  know’ft,  the  firft  Time  that  we  tafte  the  Air 
We  wail  and  Cry I’ll  preach  to  thee,  mark, 

Edg . Break,  lab'ring  Heart.  j 

Lear . When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 

To  this  great  Stage  of  Fools. 

v Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen* 

Gent.  O ! here  he  is  ; lay  Hand  upon  him,  Sir  ^ f 

Your  deareft  Daughter  fends—— 

Lear . No  Refcue  ? What  ! A Prifoner  ? I am  evetti 
the  natural  Fool  of  Fortune  : Ufe  me  well,  you  lhall 

have  Ranfom.— Let  me  have  Surgeons.  Oh  ! I am' 

cut  to  th’  Brains. 

E 3 
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G/;;/.  You  lhall  have  any  Thing. 

Lear.  No  Seconds  ? All  myfelf  ? I will  die  bravely 
like  a fmug  Bridegroom,  flulh’d  and  pamper'd  as  a Priell’s 
Whore,  I am  King,  my  Mailers,  know  ye  that? 

Gent . You  are  a Royal  One,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  It  were  an  excellent  Stratagem  to  fhoe  a Troop 

of  Horfe  with  Felt,  I’ll  put  in  Proof No  Noife,  no 

Noife. Now  will  we  ileal  upon  thefe  Sons-in-Law, 

and  then Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  ! [E*.  Running . 

A Sight  moll  moving  in  the  meanell  Wretch, 

Pall  fpeaking  in  a King.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A moll  poor  Man  made  tame  to  Fortune’s  Strokes, 
And  prone  to  Pity  by  experienc’d  Sorrows;  give  me  your 

(Hand. 

Glop.  You  ever  gentle  Gods,  take  my  Breath  from  me. 
And  let  not  my  ill  Genius  tempt  me  more 
To  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Enter  Goneril’j  Gentleman  UJker. 

Gent.  A proclaim’d  Prize  : O moll  happily  met. 

That  Eye-lefs  Head  of  thine  was  firfb  fram’d  Flelh 
To  raife  my  Fortunes ; thou  old  unhappy  Traitor, 

The  Sword  is  out  that  mull  deilroy  thee. 

Gloft . Now  let  thy  friendly  Hand  put  Strength  enough 

Gent.  Wherefore,  bold  Peafant,  (to’t. 

Dar’ll  thou  fupport  a publifh’d  Traitor  ? Hence, 

Left  I deilroy  thee  too.  Let  go  his  Arm, 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without ’vurther ’Cafion. 

Gent.  Let  go,  Slave,  or  thou  diell. 

Edg.  Good  Gentleman  go  your  Gate,  and  let  poor 
Volk  pafs ; and  chu’d  ha1  bin’  zwagger’d  out  of  my 
Life,  it  wou’d  not  a bin  zo‘  long  as  ’tis  by  a Vort-Night. 

— Nay,  an’  thou  corn’ll  near  th’  old  Man,  I’ll  try 

Whether  your  Collard  or  my  Ballow  be  th’  harder. 

Kent.  Out  Dunghill. 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  Teeth,  Zir;  come,  no  Matter 
Voines. 

Gent.  Slave,  thou  hall  llain  me  ; oh!  untimely  Death  • 

Edg.  I know  thee  well,  a ferviceable  Villain, 

As  duteous  to  the  Vices  of  thy  Miftrefs, 

As  Lull  cou’d  wifh. 

Gloft.  What ! is  he  dead  ? 

Mg. 
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Edg.  Sit  you,  Sir,  and  reft  you. 

This  is  a Letter-Carrier,  and  may  have 
Some  Papers  of  Intelligence,  that  may  ftand 
Our  Party  in  good  ftead  to  know.— • What’s  here  ? 

[ Lakes  a Letter  out  of  bis  Pocket  ; opens , and  reads , 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glofer. 

Let  our  mutual  Loves  be  remember  d,  you  have  many 
Opportunities  to  cut  him  off.  If  be  return  the 
Conqueror , then  I am  fill  a Prifoner , and  his 
Bed  my  Goal  ; from  the  loath  d Warmth  of 
which  deliver  me>  and  fupply  the  Place  for 
your  Labour . 

GoneriL 

A Plot  upon  her  Hufband’s  L fe, 

And  the  Exchange  my  Brother  ! — — Here  i’  th’  Sands 
1 11  rake  thee  up,  thou  Meftenger  of  Luft, 

Griev’d  only  that  thou  hadft  no  other  Deaths-Man, 

Jn  Time  and  Place  convenient  I’ll  produce 
Thefe  Letters  to  the  Sight  of  th’  injur’d  Duke, 

As  belt  ftiall  ferve  our  Purpofe  ; come,  your  Hand, 

Far  off  meth:nks  I hear  the  beaten  Drum; 

Come,  Sir,  I will  beftow  you  with  a Friend.  [Exeunt* 
A Chamber . Lear  afeep  on  a Couch  ; Cordelia  and 
Attendants  fanding  by  him . 

Cord.  His  Sleep  is  found,  and  may  have  good  Effect 
To  cure  his  jarring  Senfes,  and  repair. 

This  Breach  of  Nature. 

Phyf.  We  have  employ’d  the  utmoft  Pow’r  of  Art* 

And  this  deep  Reft  will  perfect  our  Defign. 

Cord . O Regan,  Goneril ! Inhuman  Sifters, 

Had  he  not  been  your  Father,  thefe  white  Hairs 
Had  chancel  I’d  fure  fome  Pity  ! Was  this  a Face 
To  be  expos’d  againft  the  jarring  Winds  ? 

My  Enemy’s  Dog,  though  he  had  bit  me,  fhou’d  (to  him. 
Have  flood  that  Night  againft  my  Fire. — He  wakes,  fpeak 
Gent . Madam,  do  you  ; ’tis  fitted:  [jelly  ? 

Cord.  How  does  my  royal  Lord  ? How  fares  your  Ma- 
Lear.  You  do  me  Wrong  to  take  me  out  o’th’  Grave, 
Ha  ! is  this  too  a World  of  Cruelty  ? 

I know  my  Privilege : Think  not  that  I will 
Be  us’d  like  a wretched  Mpr^l  [ No* 

No  more  of  that. 


Cord, 
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Cord.  Speak  to  me,  Sir  ; whom  am  I ? 

Lear . You  are  a Soul  in  Blifs  ; but  I am  bound 
Upon  a Wheel  of  Fire,  which  my  own  Tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  Lead. 

Cord.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a Spirit,  I know  ; where  did  you  die  ?■ 

Cord.  Still,  (till,  far  wide.  [compos’d. 

Pbytf.  Madam,  he’s  fcarce  awake;  he’ll  foon  grow  more 

Lear . Where  have  I been  ? Where  am  I ? Fair  Day- 
I am  mightily  abus’d,  I fhou’d  even  die  with  Pity  [Light! 
To  fee  another  thus,  I will  not  fvvear 
Thefe  are  my  Hands. 

Cord.  O look  upon  me,  Sir, 

And  hold  your  Flands  in  Bleffing  over  me;  nay. 

You  mult  not  kneel. 

Lear . Pray  do  not  mock  me. 

I am  a very  foolilh  fond  old  Man, 

Fourfcore  and  upward  ; and  to  deal  plainly  with  you, 

I fear  I am  not  in  my  perfect  Mind. 

Cord.  Nay,  then  farewell  to  Patience : Witnefs  forme. 
Ye  mighty  Pow’rs,  I ne’er  complain’d  ’till  now  ! 

Lear.  Methinks  I Ihou’d  know  you,  and  know  this  Man, 
Yet  I am  doubtful,  for  I am  mainly  ignorant 
What  Place  this  is  ,*  and  all  the  Skill  I have 
Remember  not  thefe  Garments  ; nor  do  I know 

Where  I did  fleep  lait  Night. Pray  do  not  mock  me. 

For,  as  I am  a Man,  I think  that  Lady 
To  be  my  Child  Cordelia. 

Cord.  O my  dear,  dear  Father! 

Lear.  Be  your  Tears  wet  ? Yes  faith  ; pray  do  not  weep, 
I know  I have  giv’n  thee  Caufe,  and  am  fo  humbled 
With  Crofles  fince,  that  I cou’d  alk 
Forgivenefs  of  thee,  were  it  polfible 
That  thou  cou'dlt  grant  it ; but  I’m  well  allur’d 
Thou  can’ll  not ; therefore  I do  Hand  thy  Jultice  : 

If  thou  halt  Poifon  for  me  I will  drink  it, 

Blefs  thee,  and  die. 

Cord.  O pity,  Sir,  a bleeding  Heart,  and  ceafe 
This  killing  Language. 

Lear.  Tell  me.  Friends,  where  am  I ? 

Cent.  In  your  own  Kingdom,  Sir, 

Liar* 
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Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Gent.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam,  for  the  Violence 
Of  his  Ditlemper’s  pall;  we'll  lead  him  in, 

Nor  trouble  him,  ’till  he  is  better  fettled. 

Wil’t  pleafe  you,  Sir,  walk  into  freer  Air  ? 

Lear.  You  mull  bear  with  me,  I am  Old  and  Foolifh. 

[ They  lead  him  off'. 

Cord.  The  Godsreftore  you. Hark,  I hear  afar 

The  beaten  Drum.  Old  Kent's  a Man  of’s  Word. 

Oh  ! for  an  Arm 

Like  the  fierce  Thunderer’s  when  the  Earth-born  Sons 
Storm’d  Heav’n,  to  fight  this  injur’d  Father's  Battle  ! 
That  I cou’d  fhift  my  Sex,  and  dye  me  deep 
In  his  Oppofer’s  Blood  ! But  as  I may, 

With  Womens  Weapons,  Piety  and  Pray’rs, 

I’ll  aid  his  Caufe.— You  never  erring  Gods 
Fight  on  his  Side,  ar,d  thunder  on  his  Foes 
Such  Tempers  as  his  poor  ag’d  Head  fuftain’d. 

Your  Image  fuffers  when  a Monarch  bleeds. 

’Tis  your  own  Caufe,  for  that  your  Succours  bring. 
Revenge  yourfelves,  and  right  an  injur’d  King. 


End  of  the  Fourth  Adi. 
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Enter  Goneril  and  Attendants. 


Con.  UR  Sifter’s  Pow’rs  already  are  arriv’d, 

\ * And  fhe  herfelf  has  promis’d  to  prevent 
The  Night  with  her  Approach  : Have 
you  provided  [on 

The  Banquet  I befpoke  for  her  P>.ecepti- 


^ O 
my  Tent  ? 


jftt. 


$$  The  History  of 

So,  pleafe  your  Grace,  we  have. 

Gon.  But  thou,  my  Prifoner,  mult  prepare  the  Bowl 
That  crowns  this  Banquet ; when  our  Mirth  is  high, 

The  Trumpets  founding,  and  the  Flutes  replying, 

Then  is  the  Time  to  give  this  fatal  Draught 
To  this  Imperious  Siller ; if  then  our  Arms  fucceed, 
Edmund , more  dear  than  Vidlory,  is  mine  ; 

But  if  Defeat,  or  Death  itfelf  attend  me, 

'Twill  charm  my  Ghoft  to  think  I’ve  left  behind  me 
No  hap'py  Rival.  Heark,  fhe  comes.  [ Trumpet . [ Exeunt . 
Enter  Ballard  in  bis  Tent . 

Raft.  To  both  thefe  Sillers  have  I fworn  my  Love, 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  Stung 
Are  of  the  Adder  ; neither  can  be  held 
If  both  remain  alive  ; where  fhall  I fix  ? 

Cornwal  is  dead,  and  Regan* s empty  Bed 
Seems  call  by  Fortune  for  me,  but  already 
I have  enjoy’d  her,  and  bright  Gweril 
With  equal  Charms  brings  dear  Variety, 

And  yet  untafted  Beauty  : I will  ufe 
Her  Hufband’s  Countenance  for  the  Battle,  then 
Ufurp  at  once  his  Bed  and  Throne.  Enter  Officers . 

My  trully  Scouts  y’are  well  return’d  ; have  ye  defery’d 
The  Strength  and  Pollure  of  the  Enemy  ? 

Off.  We  have,  and  were  furpris’d  to  find 
The  banilh’d  Kent  return’d,  and  at  their  Head  ; 

Your  Brother  Edgar  on  the  Rear;  old  Glojier 
(A  moving  Spe&acle)  led  through  their  Ranks, 

Whofe  pow’rful  Tongue,  and  more  prevailing  Wrongs, 

Have  fo  enraged  their  rullick  Spirit,  that  with 

Th’  approaching  Dawn  we  mull  expedl  their  Battle. 

Baft.  You  bring  a welcome  Hearing;  each  to  his  Charge, 
Line  well  your  Ranks,  and  Hand  on  your  Award. 

To  Night  repofe  you ; i’th’  Morn  we’ll  give 

The  Sun  a Sight  that  lhall  be  worth  his  rifing.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE,  a Valley  near  the  Camp . 

Enter  Edgar  and  Gloller. 

| Edg , Here,  Sir,  you  take  the  Shadow  of  this  Tree  % 
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For  your  good  Holt ; pray  that  the  Right  may  thrive  : 

If  ever  I return  to  you  again. 

I'll  bring  you  Comfort.  [Exit* 

Gloft.  Thanks,  friendly  Sir; 

The  Fortune  your  good  Caufe  deferves  betide  you. 

An  Alarm  ; after  which  Glolter /peaks. 

The  Fight  grows  hot ; the  whole  War’s  now  at  work. 

And  the  goar’d  Battle  bleeds  in  every  Vein, 

WhilftDrums  and  Trumpets  drown  loud  Slaughter’s  Roar, 
Where’s  Glofter  now,  that  us’d  to  head  the  Fray, 

And  fcour  the  Ranks  where  deadlieft  Danger  lay  ? 

Here,  like  a Shepherd,  in  a lonely  Shade, 

Idle,  unarm’d,  and  liltening  to  the  Fight; 

Yet  the  difabled  Courfer,  maim’d  and  blind. 

When  to  the  Stall  he  hears  the  rattling  War, 

Foaming  with  Rage,  tears  up  the  batter’d  Ground, 

And  tugs  for  Liberty. 

No  more  of  Shelter  thou  blind  Worm,  but  forth 
To  th’  open  Field,  the  War  may  come  this  Way, 

And  crufh  thee  into  Reft.* ——Here  lie  thee  down. 

And  tear  the  Earth  ; that  Work  befits  a Mole. 

O dark  Defpair  ! When,  Edgar , wilt  thou  come 
To  pardon,  and  difmifs  me  to  the  Grave  ? [ A Retreat 

Heark  ! A Retreat,  the  King  has  loft,  or  won.  [founded* 
Re-enter  Edgar  bloody. 

Edg . Away  old  Man,  give  me  your  Hand,  away  ! 
King  Lear  haft  loft ; he  and  his  Daughter  ta’en  : 

And  this,  ye  Gods,  is  all  that  I can  lave 

Of  this  moft  precious  Wreck ; give  my  your  Hand. 

Gloji . No  farther,  Sir,  a Man  may  rot,  even  here. 

Edg.  What ! In  ill  Thoughts  again  ? Men  muft  en- 
Their  going  hence,  ev’n  as  their  coming  hither  (dure 
Glof.  And  that’s  true  too.  [ Exeunt . 

Flour ifb.  Enter  in  Conquefl , Albany,  Goneril,  Regan, 
Baftard.**—  Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  Prifoners . 

Alb.  It  is  enough  to  have  conquer’d.  Cruelty 
Shou’d  ne’er  furvive  the  Fight.  Captain  o’th’  Guards, 
Treat  well  your  royal  Prifoners,  ’till  you  have 
Our  farther  Orders,  as  you  hold  our  Pleafure. 

Gvu  Heark ! Sir,  not  as  you  hold  our  Husband’s  Plea- 
sure, [To  (he  Captain  afde. 

But 
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Bat  as  you  hold  your  Life,  difpatch  your  Pris’ners. 

Our  Empire  can  have  no  fure  Settlement 
But  in  their  Death  ; the  Earth  that  covers  them 
Binds  fall  our  Throne.  Let  me  hear  they  are  dead, 
Capt,  I fhall  obey  your  Orders. 

Baj}.  Sir,  I approve  it  fafeft  to  pronounce 
Sentence  of  Death  upon  this  wretched  King, 

Whole  Age  has  Charms  in  it,  his  Title  more. 

To  draw  the  Commons  once  more  to  his  Side ; 

’Twere  belt  prevent 

Alb . Sir,  by  your  Favour, 

I hold  you  but  a Subjedt  of  this  War, 

Not  as  a Brother. 

Regan.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 

Have  you  forgot  that  he  did  lead  our  Pow’rs ; 

Bore  the  Commiftion  of  our  Place  and  Perlon  ? 

And  that  Authority  may  well  Hand  up, 

And  call  itfelf  your  Brother. 

Con.  Not  fo  hot, 

In  his  own  Merits  he  exalts  himfelf 
More  than  in  your  Addition. 

Enter  Edgar  difguidd . 

Alb . What  art  thou  ? 

, Edg.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  that  I prefume  to  flop 
A Prince  and  Conqueror,  yet  ’ere  you  triumph, 

Give  Ear  to  what  a Stranger  can  deliver 
Of  what  concerns  you  more  than  Triumph  can. 

I do  impeach  your  General  there  of  Treafon, 

Lord  Edmund,  that  ufurps  the  Name  of  G/ofter, 

Of  fouleft  Practice  ’gainft  your  Life  and  Honour ; 

This  Charge  is  true  : and  wretched  though  I feem, 

I can  produce  a Champion  that  will  prove 
In  fingle  Combat  what  I do  avouch. 

If  Edmund  dares  but  truft  his  Caufe  and  Sword. 

Baft.  What  will  not  Edmund  dare  ! My  Lord,  I beg 
The  Favour  that  you’d  inftantly  appoint 
The  Place  where  I may  meet  this  Challenger, 

Whom  I will  facrifice  to  my  wrong’d  Fame  : 

Remember,  Sir,  that  injur’d  Honour’s  nice. 

And  cannot  brook  Delay. 

Alb.  Anon,  before  our  Tent,  i’  th’  Army’s  View, 
There  let  the  Herald  cry.  # Edg* 
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EJg,  I thank  your  Hjghnefs  in  my  Champion’s  Name: 
He’ll  wait  your  Trumpet’s  Call. 

Alb.  Lead.  . [Exeunt. 

Manent  Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  guarded. 

Lear . O Kent  ! Cordelia  ! 

You  are  the  only  Pair  that  I e’er  wrong’d, 

And  the  juft  Gods  have  made  you  Witnefies 
Of  my  Difgrace ; the  very  Shame  of  Fortune, 

To  fee  me  chain’d  and  ftiackled  at  thefe  Years  ! 

Yet  were  you  but  Spectators  of  my  Woes, 

Not  Fellow -Sufferers,  all  were  well ! 

Cord.  This  Language,  Sir,  adds  yet  to  our  Affli&ioi*. 
Lear  Thou,  Kent,  didft  head  the  Troops  that  fought 
Expos’d  thy  Life  and  Fortunes  for  a Mafter  (my  Battle, 
That  had  (as  I remember)  banifti’d  thee. 

Kent . Pardon  me,  Sir,  that  once  I broke  your  Orders, 
Banifti’d  by  you,  I kept  me  here  difguis’d 
To  watch  your  Fortunes,  and  protect  your  Perfon  ; 

You  know  you  entertain’d  a rough  blunt  Fellow, 

One  Cajus , and  you  thought  he  did  you  Service. 

Lear.  My  trufty  Cajus , I have  loft  him  too  ! [Weeps. 
’Twas  a rough  Honefty. 

Kent.  I was  that  Cajus , 

Difguis’d  in  that  coarfe  Drefs,  to  follow  you. 

Lear.  My  Cajus  too  ! Wer’t  thou  my  trufty  Cajus  ? 

Enough,  enough.*  ■ — - 

Cord . Ah  me,  he  faints  ! his  Blood  forfakes  his  Cheek, 

Help,  Kent.*" * 

Lear.  No,  no,  they  ftiall  not  fee  us  weep. 

We’ll  fee  them  rot  firft. — Guards,  lead  away  to  Prifon  ■* 
Come  Kent , Cordelia , come  ; 

We  two  will  fit  alone,  like  Birds  i’th*  Cage  ; 

When  thou  doft  afk  me  Blefiing,  I’ll  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  thee  Forgivenefs  ; thus  we’ll  live. 

And  pray,  and  fing,  and  tell  old  Tales,  and  laugh 

At  gilded  Butter-flies  ! hear  Sycophants 

Talk  of  Court  News,  and  we’ll  talk  with  them  to 0* 

Who  lofes  and  who  wins,  who’s  in,  who’s  out. 

And  take  upon  us  the  Myftery  of  Things* 

As  if  we  were  Heav’nY  Spies. 

Cord * Upon  fuch  Sacrifices 

' F • *Tk 
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The  Gods  themfelves  throw  Incenfe. 

Lear.  Have  I caught  ye  ? 

He  that  parts  us  mull  bring  a Brand  from  Heav’n; 
Together  we'll  out-toil  the  Spite  of  Hell, 

And  die  the  Wonders  of  the  World  ; away. 

[ Exeunt  guarded . 

Elouri/b.  Enter  before  the  Tents , Albany,  Goneril, 
Regan,  Guards  and  Attendants ; Goneril  /peaking  a- 
fart  to  the  Captain  of  the  Guards  entering . (mand 

Gw.  Here’s  Gold  for  thee,  thou  know’ll  our  late  Com- 
Upon  your  Pris'ners  Lives ; about  it  llraight,  and  at 
Our  Ev’ning  Banquet  let  it  raife  our  Mirth, 

To  hear  that  they  are  dead. 

Capt.  I fhall  not  fail  your  Orders. 

Albany,  Goneril,  Regan,  take  their  Seats . 

Alb . Now,  GloJlery  trull  to  thy  fingle  Virtue;  for  thy 
All  levied  in  my  Name,  have  in  my  Name  (Soldiers, 
Took  their  Difcharge  : Now  let  our  Trumpets  fpeak. 
And  Herald  read  out  this.  [ Herald  reads . 

Jf  any  Man  of  Quality,  within  the  Lfts  of  the 
Army , will  maintain  upon  Edmund, /appos'd 
Earl  of  Gloller,  that  he  is  a manifold  Traitor , 
let  him  appear  by  the  third  Sound  of  the  Trum- 
pet; he  is  bold  in  his  Defence — Agen% 

agen.  [Trumpets  anfwer from  within , 

Enter  Edgar  arm'd. 

Alb . Lord  Edgar! 

Baft . Ha  ! My  Brother  ! 

This  is  the  only  Combatant  that  I cou’d  fear. 

For  in  my  Breall  Guilt  duels  on  his  Side  : 

Put,  Conscience,  what  have  I to  do  with  thee  ? 

Awe  thou  thy  dull  legitimate  Slaves  ; but  I 
Was  born  a Libertine,  and  fo  I keep  me. 

Edg . My  noble  Prince,  a Word  $ ’ere  we  engage, 

Into  your  Highnefs’s  Hands  I give  this  Paper; 

It  will  the  Truth  of  my  Impeachment  prove. 

Whatever  be  my  Fortune  in  the  Fight. 

Alb . We  fhall  perufe  it. 

Edg . Now,  Edmund , draw  thy  Sword, 

That  if  my  Speech  has  wrong’d  a noble  Heart, 

Thy  Arm  may  do  thee  Juftiee ; Here  i'th’  Prefence 
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Of  this  high  Prince,  thefe  Queens,  and  this  crown'd  Lift, 

1 brand  thee  with  the  fpotted  Name  of  Traitor  ; 

Falfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  Father,  and  thy  Brother, 

And  what  is  more,  thy  Friend,  falfe  to  this  Prince  : 

If  then  thou  fhar’ft  a Spark  of  Glofters  Virtue, 

Acquit  thyfelf ; or  if  thou  fhar’ft  his  Courage, 

Meet  this  Defrance  bravely. 

Baft.  And  dares  Edgar, 

The  beaten  routed  Edgar,  brave  his  Conqueror  ? 

From  all  thy  Troops  and  Thee  I forc'd  the  Field  : 

Thou  haft  loft  the  gen'ral  Stake,  and  art  thou  now 
Come  with  thy  petty  fingle  Stock  to  play 
This  after  Game  ? 

Edg . Half-blooded  Man, 

Thy  Father's  Sin  firft,  then  his  Punifhment ; 

The  dark  and  vicious  Place  where  he  begot  thee 
Coft  him  his  Eyes ; from  thy  licentious  Mother 
Thou  draw’lt  thy  Villainy  ; but  for  thy  Part 
Of  Glofter's  Blood,  I hold  thee  worth  my  Sword* 

Baft  Thou  bear'ft  thee  on  thy  Mother’s  Piety, 

Which  I defpife  ; thy  Mother  being  chafte. 

Thou  art  aflur’d  thou  art  but  Glofier' s Son  ; 

But  mine,  difdaining  Conftancy,  leaves  me 
To  hope  that  I am  fprung  from  nobler  Blood, 

And  pofiibly  a King  might  be  my  Sire : 

But  be  my  Birth’s  uncertain  Chance  as  ’twill. 

Who  ’twas  that  had  the  Hit  to  Father  me 
I know  not ; ’tis  enough  that  I am  I : 

Of  this  one  Thing  I’m  certain,  that  I have 

A daring  Soul,  and  fo  have  at  thy  Heart. 

Sound  Trumpets.  [Eight,  Baftard  falls* 

Gon.  and  Reg.  Save  him,  fave  him. 

Gon . This  was  Practice,  Gloufter  ; 

Thou  won’ft  the  Field,  and  was  not  bound  to  fight 
A vanquifh’d  Enemy.  Thou  art  not  conquer’d. 

But  couz’ned  and  betray’d. 

Alb.  Shut  your  Mouth,  Lady, 

Or  with  this  Paper  I fhall  flop  it. Hold,  Madam! 

Thou  worfe  than  any  Name,  read  thy  own  Evil — 

No  tearing.  Lady,  I perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon . Say,  if  I do,  who  fhall  arraign  me  for’t  ? 
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‘The  Laws  are  mine,  not  thine. 

Alb.  Moil  monft’rous  ! Ha  ! Thou  know'll  it  too  ? 
Baft.  Afk  me  not  what  I know, 

I have  not  Breath  to  anfwer  idle  Queftions. 

Alb.  I am  refolv’d Your  Right,  brave  Sir,  has 

conquer’d.  [ To  Edgar, 

Along  with  me,  I mull  confult  your  Father.  [Exit  Albany 
Rig-  Help  every  Hand  to  fafe  a noble  Life  ; [and Edg. 
My  half  o’th’  Kingdom  for  a Man  of  Skill 
To  Hop  this  precious  Stream. 

Baft.  Away  ye  Empericks, 

Torment  me  not  with  your  vain  Offices ; 

The  Sword  has  pierc’d  too  far  : Legitimacy 
At  laft  has  got  it. 

Reg.  The  Pride  of  Nature  dies. 

Gon.  Away,  the  Minutes  are  too  precious  ; 

Difturb  ns  not  with  thy  impertinent  Sorrow* 

Rrg.  Art  thou  my  Rival  then  profeft  ? 

Gon.  Why,  was  our  Love  a Secret  ? Cou’d  there  be 
Beauty  like  mine,  and  Gallantry  like  his. 

And  not  a mutual  Love  ? Juft  Nature  then 
Had  err’d.  Behold  that  Copy  of  Perfedion, 

That  Youth  whofe  Story  will  have  no  foul  Page, 

But  where  it  fays  he  ftoopt  to  Regan' s Arms  : 

Which  yet  was  but  Compliance,  not  Affedion; 

A Charity  to  begging,  ruin’d  Beauty  ! 

Reg.  Who  begg’d  when  Goneril  writ  that  ? Expofe  it, 

[Throws  her  a Letter. 
And  let  it  be  your  Army’s  Mirth,  as  ’twas 
This  charming  Youth’s  and  mine,  when  in  the  Bow’r 
He  breath’d  the  warmeft  Extafies  of  Love; 

Then  panting  on  my  Breaft,  cry’d,  matchlefs  Regan  l 
That  Goneril  and  thou  Ihou’d  e’er  be  kin  ! 

Gon.  Die,  Circe , for  thy  Charms  are  at  an  End  ; 
Expire  before  my  Face,  and  let  me  fee 
How  well  that  boafted  Beauty  will  become 
Congealing  Blood,  and  Death’s  convulfive  Pangs: 

Die  and  be  huffi’d  ; for  at  my  Tent  laft  Night 
Thou  drank'ft  thy  Bane,  amidft  thy  rev’ling  Bowls : 

Ha  ! Doft  thou  fmile  ? Is  then  thy  Death  thy  Sport? 

Or  has  the  trufty  Potion  made  thee  mad  ? 
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"Reg.  Thou  corn’ll  as  fhort  of  me  in  thy  Revenge, 

As  in  my  Glofter' s Love  ; my  Jealou  y 
Infpir’d  me  to  prevent  thy  feeble  Malice, 

And  poifon  thee  at  thy  own  Banquet. 

Gon . Ha  ! - 

Baft.  No  more,  my  Queens,  of  this  untimely  Strife  ;: 
You  both  deferv’d  my  Love,  and  both  polfell  it. 

Come,  Soldiers,  bear  mein  ; and  let 
Your  Royal  Prefence  grace  my  lall  Minutes ; 

Now,  Edgar , thy  proud  Conquell  I forgive  : 

Who  wou’d  not  chufe,  like  me,  to  yield  his  Breath, 

T1  have  Rival  Queens  contend  for  him  in  Death  ? 

SCENE,  A Prifon . 

Lear  afteep , 'with  bis  Head  on  Cordelia’s  Lap. 

Cord.  What  Toils,  thou  wretched  King,  hall  thou  en- 
To  make  thee  draw,  in  Chains,  a Sleep  io  found  ? (dur’d 
Thy  better  Angel  charm  thy  ravilh’d  Mind 
With  fancy ’d  Freedom  ; Peace  is  us’d  to  lodge 
On  Cottage  Straw.  Thou  hall  the  Beggar’s  Bed, 
Therefore  Ihould’H  have  the  Beggar’s  carelefs  Thought, 
And  now,  my  Edgar , I remember  thee  : 

What  Fate  has  feiz’d  thee  in  this  general  Wreck 
I know  not,  but  1 know  thou  mull  be  wretched, 

Becaufe  Cordelia  holds  thee  dear.  (Image 

0 Gods ! A fudden  Gloom  o’er-whelms  me,  and  the 
Of  Death  o’er-fpreads  the  Place. — Ha  ! Who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Captain  and  Officers  nvitb  Cords. 

Cap.  Now,  Sirs,  difpatch  ; already  you  are  paid 
In  Part,  the  Bell  of  your  Reward’s  to  come.  (halts. 

Lear.  Charge,  charge  upon  their  Flank,  their  lall  Wing 
Pulh,  pulh  the  Battle,  and  the  Day’s  our  own. 

Their  Ranks  are  broke,  down  with  Albany. 

Who  holds  my  Hands  ? — — -O  thou  deceiving  Sleep, 

1 was  this  very  Minute  on  the  Chace  ; 

And  now  a Prifoner  here.— - What  mean  the  Slaves? 
You  will  not  murder  me  ? 
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Cord.  Help,  Earth  and  Heaven  ! 

For  your  Souls  Sake,  dear  Sirs,  and  for  the  Gods. 

Ojfi.  No  Tears,  good  Lady  ; no  pleading  againftGold 
Come,  Sirs,  make  ready  your  Cords.  (and  Preferment. 

Coed.  You,  Sir,  1T1  feize. 

You  have  a human  Form,  and  if  no  Prayers 
Can  touch  your  Soul  to  fpare  a poor  King’s  Life, 

If  there  be  any  Thing  that  you  hold  dear. 

By  that  I beg  you  to  difpatch  me  firft. 

Capt.  Comply  with  her  Requeft  ; difpatch  her  firft. 
Lear.  Off  Hell-Hounds,  by  the  Gods  I charge  you  fpare 
Tis  my  Cordelia , my  true  pious  Daughter  ; [her  ; 

No  Pity  r Nay,  then  take  an  old  Man’s  Vengeance. 

Snatches  a Parti  fan , and  fir  ikes  down  two  of  them  ; 
the  ref  quit  Cordelia,  and  turn  upon  him. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Albany. 

Edg.  Death  ! Hell  ! Ye  Vultures,  hold  your  impious 
Cr  take  a fpeedier  Death  than  you  wou’d  give.  [Hands, 
Copt.  By  vvhofe  Command  ? 

Edg.  Behold  the  Duke,  your  Lord. 

Jib.  Guards,  feize  thofe  Inftruments  of  Cruelty. 

Cord.  My  Edgar , Oh  ! 

Edg . My  dear  Cordelia  ! Lucky  was  the  Minute 
Of  our  Approach;  the  Gods  have  weigh’d  our  Sufferings ; 
W’are  paft  the  Fire,  and  now  muft  fhine  to  Ages. 

Gent.  Look  here,  my  Lord,  fee  where  the  generous 
Has  fiain  two  of ’em.  (King 

Lear . Did  I not.  Fellow  ? 

I’ve  feen  the  Day,  with  my  good  biting  Faulchicn 
I cou’d  have  made  ’em  fkip  : I am  Old  now. 

And  thefe  vile  Croffes  fpoil  me  ; out  of  Breath, 

Fie,  oh  ! quite  out  of  Breath,  and  fpent. 

Jib.  Bring  in  old  Kent  ; and,  Edgar>  guide  you  hither 
Your  Father,  whom  you  faid  was  near  ; [ Exit  Edgar. 

He  may  be  an  Ear-Witnefs  at  the  leaft 
Of  our  Proceedings.  [Kent  brought  in  here . 

Lear . Who  are  you  ? 

My  Eyes  are  none  o’th’  beft,  I’ll  tell  you  ftreight ; 

Oh  Albany  / Well,  Sir,  we  are  your  Captives, 

And  you  are  come  to  fee  Death  pafs  upon  us. 

Why  this  Delay  ? — Or  is’t  your  Ilighnefs’s  Plcafure 
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To  give  us  firft  the  Torture  ? Say  ye  fo  ? 

Why  here’s  old  Kent  and  I,  as  tough  a Pair 
As  e’er  bore  Tyrant’s  Stroke. — —But  my  Cordelia, 

My  poor  Cordelia  here,  O pity 

Alb.  Take  off  their  Chains. Thou  injur’d  Majefty* 

The  Wheel  of  Fortune  now  has  made  her  Circle, 

And  Bleffings  yet  Hand  ’twixt  thy  Grave  and  thee. 

Lear . Coin’ll  thou,  inhuman  Lord,  to  footh  us  back 
To  a Fool’s  Paradife  of  Hope,  to  make 
Our  Doom  more  wretched  ? Go  to,  we  are  too  well 
Acquainted  with  Misfortune,  to  be  gull’d 
With  lying  Hope ; no,  we  will  hope  no  more. 

Alb . I have  a Tale  t’unfold,  fo  full  of  Wonder 
As  cannot  meet  an  eafy  Faith  ; 

But  by  that  Royal  injur’d  Head  ’tis  true. 

Kent.  What  wou’d  your  Highnefs  ? 

Alb.  Know,  the  noble  Edgar 
Impeach’d  Lord  Edmund , fince  the  Fight,  of  Treafon, 
And  dar’d  him  for  the  Proof  to  fing'e  Combat, 

In  which  the  Gods  confirm’d  his  Charge  by  Conquef!  $ 
1 left  ev’n  now  the  Traitor  wounded  mortally  ! 

Lear.  And  whither  tends  this  Story? 

Alb.  ’Ere  they  fought, 

Lord  Edgar  gave  into  my  Hand  this  Paper ; 

A blacker  Scroll  of  Treafon  and  of  Luff, 

Than  can  be  foui  d in  the  Records  of  Hell ; 

There,  facred  Sir,  behold  the  Character 
Of  Goneril,  the  worfl  of  Daughters,  but 
More  vicious  Wife. 

Cord.  Cou’d  there  be  yet  Addition  to  their  Guilt ! 
What  will  not  they  that  wrong  a Father  do  ? 

Alb.  Since  then  my  Injuries,  Lear , fall  in  with  thine* 
I haverefolv’d  the  fame  Redrefs  for  both, 

Kent.  What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Cord.  Speak,  for  methought  I heard 
The  charming  Voice  of  a defcending  God. 

Alb.  The  Troops,  by  Edmund  rais’d,  I have  difbanded  ; 
Thofe  that  remain  are  under  my  Command. 

What  Comfort  may  be  brought  to  chear  your  Age, 

And  heal  your  favage  Wrongs,  fhall  be  apply’d ; 

For  to  your  Majeffy  we  do  reffgn 
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Your  Kingdom,  fave  what  Part  yourfelf  confer’d 
On  us  in  Marriage. 

Kent . Hear  you  that,  my  Liege  ? 

Cord.  Then  they  are  Gods,  and  Virtue  is  their  Care, 
Lear.  Is’tpoftible  ? 

Let  the  Spheres  Hop  their  Courfe,  the  Sun  make  halt. 
The  Winds  be  hulh’d,  the  Seas  and  Fountains  reft  ; 

All  Nature  paufe,  and  liften  to  the  Change. 

Where  is  my  Kent , my  Co  jus  ? 

Kent.  Here,  my  Liege. 

Lear.  Why  I have  News  that  will  recall  thy  Youth  : 
Ha  ! Did’ft  thou  hear’t,  or  did  th’  infpiring  Gods 
Whifper  to  me  alone  ? Old  Lear  lhall  be 
A King  again. 

Kent . The  Prince,  that  like  a God  has  Pow’r,has  faid  it* 
Lear . Cordelia  then  fhall  be  a Queen,  mark  that : 
Cordelia  fhall  be  a Queen  ; Winds  catch  the  Sound, 

And  bear  it  on  your  rofy  Wings  to  Heav’n — 

Cordelia  is  a Queen. 

Re-enter  Edgar  with  Glofter. 

Alb . Look,  Sir,  where  pious  Edgar  comes. 

Leading  his  Eyelefs  Father.  O my  Liege  ! 

His  wond’rous  Story  well  deferves  your  Leifure ; 

What  he  has  done  and  fuffer’d  for  your  Sake, 

What  for  the  fair  Cordelia's . 

Gloff.  Where’s  my  Liege  ? Conduft  me  to  his  Knees,  to 
His  fecond  Birth  of  Empire  : My  dear  Edgar  (hail 
Has,  with  himfelf,  reveal’d  the  King’s  bleft  Reftauration, 
Lear . My  poor  dark  Glojier. 

Gloft . O let  me  kifs  that  once  more  fcepter’d  Hand  ! 
Lear . Hold,  thou  miftake’ft  the  Majefty,  kneel  here  ; 
Cordelia  has  our  Pow’r,  Cordelia's  Queen. 

Speak,  is  not  that  the  noble  fufPring  Edgar  ? 

Glojf.  My  pious  Son,  more  dear  than  my  loft  Eyes. 
Lear . I wrong’d  him  too,  but  here’s  the  fair  Amends, 
Edg.  Your  Leave,  my  Liege,  for  an  unwelcome  MelTage. 
Edmimd  (but  that’s  a Trifle)  is  expired. 

What  more  will  touch  you,  your  imperious  Daughters, 
Goneril  and  haughty  Regan , both  are  dead, 

Each  by  the  other  poifon’d  at  a Banquet ; 

This,  dying,  they  confeft’d, 

Cord* 
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Cord,  O fatal  Period  of  ill-govern’d  Life  ! 

Lear.  Ingrateful  ay  they  w.cre,  my  Heart  feels  yet 

A Pang  of  Nature  for  their  wretched  Fall. 

But,  Edgar , I defer  thy  Joys  too  long  : 

Thou  ferv’dft  diftrefs’d  Cordelia  ; take  her  crown’d", 

Th’  imperial  Grace  frefli  blooming  on  her  Brow  ; 

Nay,  Glojler , thou  hall  here  a Father’s  Right, 

Thy  helping  Hand  t’heap  Blefiings  on  their  Pleads. 

Kent . Old  Kent  throws  in  his  hearty  Wifhes  too. 

Edg.  The  Gods  and  you  too  largely  recompence  . 
What  I have  done  ; the  Gift  ftrikes  Merit  dumb. 

Cord.  Nor  do  I blulh  to  own  myfeif  o'er-paid 
For  all  my  SufP rings  pall. 

Glofl.  Now,  gentle  Gods,  give  Glojler  his  Difcharge, 

Lear.  No,  Glojler , thou  haft  Buflnefs  yet  for  Life 
Thou,  Kent,  and  I,  retir’d  to  fome  clofe  Cell, 

Will  gently  pafsour  fliort  Referves  of  Time 
In  calm  Reflexions  on  our  Fortunes  paft, 

Cheer’d  with  Relation  of  the  profperous  Reign 
Of  this  celeftial  Pair  ; thus  our  Remains 
Shall  in  an  even  Courfe  of  Thoughts  be  paflr. 

Enjoy  the  prefent  Hour,  nor  fear  the  lad. 

Edg.  Our  drooping  Country  now  ereXs  her  Head, 
Peace  fpreads  her  balmy  Wings,  and  Plenty  blooms. 
Divine  Cordelia , all  the  Gods  can  witnefs 
How  much  thy  Love  to  Empire  I prefer  ! 

Thy  bright  Example  fhall  convince  the  World 
(Whatever  Storms  of  Fortune  are  decreed) 

That  Truth  and  Virtue  fhall  at  laft  fucceed* 
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INconJlancy,  the  reigning  Sin  o' tb'  Age, 

Will  fearce  endure  true  Lovers  on  tie  Stage  s 
You  hardly  ev'n  in  Plays  with  fucb  di/pence , 

And  Poets  kill  'em  in  tbeir  own  Defence. 

Yet  one  bold  Proof  I was  refolv'd  to  give. 

That  I cou'd  three  Hours  Conjlancy  out-live. 

You  fear,  perhaps,  wbiljl  on  the  Stage  vs  are  made 
Such  Saints,  we  pall  indeed  take  up  the  Yra.de  : 
Sometimes  we  threaten, — but  our  Virtue  may 
For  T ruth  ( I fear ) with  your  Pit-Valour  weigh  : 
For  (not  to  flatter  either ) l much  doubt  1 
When  we  are  off  the  Stage,  and  you  are  out,  ? 
We  are  not  quite  fo  coy,  nor  you  fo  flout.  * 

We  talk  of  Nunneries but , to  be  Jincere, 

Whoever  lives  to  fee  us  cloifler'd  there,  > 

May  hope  to  meet  our  Criticks  at  Tangier.  J 

For  Shame  give  over  this  inglorious  Trade 
Of  worrying  Poets,  and  go  maul  th * Alcade. 


Well — 
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W el! — -/nice  y'are  all  for  blufl' ring  in  the  Pit , 
The  Play's  Reviver  humbly  does  admit 
Tour  absolute  Pow'r  to  damn  his  Part  of  it. 
But  fill  fo  many  Majler  -Touches  Jhine 
Of  that  vaft  Hand  that  firfi  laid  this  Defign , 
That  in  gr  eatShak.tfptdLv’s  Right, be' s bold  to  fay , 
If  you  like  nothing  you  havefeen  To-day , 

The  Play  your  Judgment  damns  ,not  you  the  Play . 
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